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Confo2mes his outward habite to his minde, 
Lookehow yon one-ey'd — 
Hath by his bozſes fiery winged holes, 
Burſt ope the melancholy Jayle of Night, 
And with his gilt beames cunning Alch: 
ane ware 
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And bꝛaue them dl tot 
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Of what viſcent, beautte o2 birth ſhe bs, 


on my youth 
fancie chooſe, | 


Ber you ſhall like and loue as you loue me. (pleaſe, | 
Pa. Now by my birth J ſweare, wed whome you 

And Ile imbꝛate her with abzothers arme. 
Lepi. Mario and my ſelfe to pour faire choice, 


- 


eff, Cittizens 
Defftance to their ightnes : our ſpo2ts done, 
The Uenſon that we kill ſhall feaſt our 
If che pꝛoue bad, ile caſt all blame on you, | 
But if ſweet peace ſucceede this amozous ffrife, - 
Jleſay my wit was beit to chooſe a wife. Excunt, 


As they goe in,hornes ſound & hollowing wihinthae 
done, Enter lanicolo, Griſſil, and Babulo, wih tro 


ba. kets begun to be wrought. 


Bab. Olde Matter heeres a moꝛning able to make 
vs wozke and naile (marrie then we muſt haue 


Y 


| victnalls)the Sun hath plaid boe peep in the element 


ante tine thefe two houres, as J doe ſome mo2nings 
wht you tal: what Babulo ſay vou: here Paſter ſay J 
n 


what 


—— Saliua, 


print — qeituie ca 


That in their boſomas wantonnes doe dwell: 
Chou canſt not doe ſo Griflill, foz thy Sun, 
F 
Which hath no power t'inflame doting deſire: 
Thy ſilkes are thzid-bareruſſets; all thy poztion 
Is but an honeſt name: that gon thou art dead, 
Though dead thou lin E, chat being vnblemithed. 

Griſ. It to die free from ſhame be nere to die, 
Then Jle be crownd with immaztallitie  (foule 
lan. Pꝛay God thou maiſt: yetchilde ny tealous 
Trembles though feares, ſo often as mine epes 
Sees our Duke court the:and when to thine eares 
He tunes ſweet : oh beware m Gtiſſill 
Vecanpeepary his way with gitts of gaido, | 
Upon his b:eath, winged Pzomotion fites 
Oh my deare Girle truſt not his ſozcertes, 
Did he not ſerke the af thy fame? 
hie ſhould he ſend his tatio2s to take meaſur 
rs mop we as one ſhould ſap, | 
« wilt be the Barqueſſe concubine, 8 
Thou ſhalt weare tich attires: but they that thinke, 
With coſtly garments, ſins blacke facetohide, . 
TUeare naked bꝛauerie and ragged pꝛide. (foares 
Griſ. God father doe not ſhake pour age with ' 
Although the Harqueſſe ſometimes viſit vs, 
Vet all his woꝛds and deedes are like his birth, 
Steept in true hono2 : but admit they werenat, 
Be(;emy W 
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Sit Come Fabuls tohy halt thou ſtaid ſo long? 


Ba. Nay why are vou 0 thozt, Paſters hee:es ma- | 


; ſo2 a cradle: this peare J 
nie 3 tooke (ſince J went) CADE Hoe 


e we get 
Beem ſcarce a hand to make 
— — 
decap, and ſhoztly we 
or —— — ,foz non in this cutting age ſowe true 
— — nnn 
hey | ſo ; fit downe to wozke 


——  ofpatiemGrisfill. 
Foote Warkenpace,apace,d ©, apacee 
Honetlbour bores aloe 
Thea hey asser, ey they noacy,noney. 
Can't linke che waters of the Criſped ſpt ing, 

Oſuweet content! 
ö yer Gackin thine cmngmnnns 
0 
nenn 8 
No burden berrenber ha Naga Kag 


O ſweet content, &c. 
Foot, Werke apace, apace, cc. 


Enter Laures. 

Ba. Weep maſter, vonder comes your Sore 
rs plontious Hemers ofblengon ji head, 
oure 

— nnn ae- of 

Silter? 

Gri. Deare bother Laurco welcome home. 

Ba. aſter Laurco) !aniculacs ſonne)welcome home, - 
hew doe the nine muſes, Pude, couetouſnes, ennie, loth, 
wꝛath, gluttonie and letchetie: you that are Schellets 
read how they doe. 

Lau. Puſes : theſe (foole) are the ſeanen deadly ſins. 

Ba, Are they: Pas me (hinkes — 
then your nine muſes ,foz they are ſtarke beggers.. | 

Ian. Often J haue wiſht to ſe pou heere, | 

Lau, Jt gricues me that you ſes me heere ſo me. 

Ian. Why Laurco doſt thou grieus to (ce thy father, 

Oꝛ doſt thou ſcozas are fo2 my pouertie. 

Ba. He needesno!,fv2 he lookes like pooze John him- 
ſelfe, eight to a necke of Patten ,is not that your como - - 
mons, t a Cue of bꝛeade? 

Lau. Father I grieue my poung veares to your ages 

Should adde moze ſoꝛro we. 


B. — 


| nnn 
Maue all thoſe daies and s to beggerie ſolde, 
Thꝛough want of money, 


I want 3 mille, 

Whois moꝛe ſcozn'd then a : is? 
Bab. Yes th:ce things: Age, wiſdome, + baſket 1 mas 

Gri. Bꝛothers whatmeanes theſe words: 

Lau, Qh I am mad. { 
To thinke how much a Scholler vndergoes, 
And in th ende reapes naught but pennurie. 
Father J — — 
VBecauſe the ſtudie of my booke doth leaue me, 
In the lcane armes oflanckeneceſſitie. | 
Yauing no ſhelter (ah me) but to flie 
Into the ſanctuarie of your aged armen. 

Bab. A trade, a trade, follow baſket-makcing , leaue 
bookes and turne block head. 

Ian. Meate ole, welcome my ſonne. thogh J am poꝛe 
My laue ſhall not be ſo: gee daughter Griffill, 
Fetch water from the ſp:ing to ſerth our f ih. 
Uhich yelte: day J taught: the cheare is meane, 
But be content, when J haue ſo de theſe Baſkets, 
The monie ſhall be ſpent to bid thee welcome: 
Griffill make hat, run and kindie re. Exit. Griff, 

Ba. Goe Oriſſill le mate ſire, and ſtoure the kettie, 
its a hard woꝛld when ſchollers eate fiſh vpon ſieſh daies 

au. Iſt not a ſhame ſoꝛ me that am a man, (Exit. Ba, 
Eur mo ze, a ſtholler to endure ſuch neede, 

hat I muſkp2ay on him, whome J chonld feede? ( woe 
lan. Nay grieue not Donne, better haue felt woꝛſe { 
Come fit by me while J worde to get bꝛead, 
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Seemes like a bꝛight ſtarre in 


2 D 
Ster. — 

ſhall we nothing my fnne | 

rap ws ceaſe from wozke euen in that white, - 

{Py ſong ſhall charme grieles aces and care beguils, 

| kme GrifſUlruoningwichs Piccher, | 

Grif. gibbet nter, eus, 


A ſaw tte Marqueſſe with a gallant 
Come riding towards vs, © ve whore they cons 


AT Pavia, Mario .epida, e 
ocher attendants, 


"Mar. Ser wheremy Grifſll,and PO 
Me e 


lan. All happines 

Nlarq. r 5 

Guf. That your high thoughts. - - 1288 

Cavour contentment may be ſatisfied. 

M ö 
1522 zer of aun beholde this virgin, of (come 
Mario LepiJo is ſhe not faire: 

Pa. oth: 7 hane not ſme nga acrnture, 
So full ofbrautie. of 

Mar. Tiere but Criſſlabitt bz. 4 15 Ma 
a5 worthieas hr foame, he mightbeheld- 

A fit companien fo2 the greateſt ate 

Lau, Dh blindues,fothat man may beaytic inde, 
They nere reſpect W 
\ Marg. Father 
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To come diſguiſ d to her: I fwearc to you, - 
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Nayt)cn Jleplapthoemeer:once.twice;thaics, „ 

Spe ate oꝛ the2's gone els: no. iner till nat be, 

inte pon are not fo2 her, vet ſher a ſd; mm. 
Pau, JWhat meane vou Bꝛocher - 
Marq. Faith na moꝛe but this; 

By loues moſt wond2o1s 


To k urne this Haide into pour B2others wi, 


Nay ſwert heart looke not ſtrange J doenotieff, 
But to thine cares mine Amozous tzoughts impart, 8 
Cualter pꝛoteſts he loues th with his heart, 
l. au. The admiration of ſuch happiues, N 
Nakes me aſtoniſht. 1 * 
Griſ. Oh mp gracious Lo2d, _ _ 
Yumble not your high ate do my lowe birth, 


Puch leſſe your wife. 
Marq, Griſſill that ſhall ſuffice, 
Jcount thee worthie: olde lanicola, 
Art thou content that I ſhall be thy Henner * 
= J am vnwozthy of ſa great a good. 
q. Tuch tuch talk notofwozth bene, 
Tein — 113 — — 
TinleTe pour free conſent choice, 
Zo win ten kingdomes Au not callhermins. | FN 
TUhats thy Sonnes name: ES 
Ian. Laureo Py gracious Lo. IF: 
Marq. Ile haue both your conſents: J tell pe Ln, 
J haue woord the virgin long. ah manie an home, 
Baue J bin glad to ſteale from all your eyes, 


Beautie firſt made me loue, ans vertue woe, 
J lou d her lowlpnes, but when J tride 3 8 
What vertues were intempled in her belk, * 54 
Me chan hart (woze that ſhe Hoald bs uy us 


4 Lau. 2 i ſtates conferre 
1 istolowe en hight 
acq. What ſaies faire — 
Gul, Thisdoth bela, 
peeldes to vc l. 


I 
hee ener Barrie rel 
A hope hee is not P2tnce oner my t 

ſoꝛe como all theſe: Daker heeres not fi 


my loue. 
Bab. Babalo ir is my name, 
Marq. Why dqſt thou tremble ſdrtue are l thy frittids- | 
Bab. its hard fir foz this motley Jerkin,to find friend- 
ſhip with this fine doublet. 
he — . lanicola bzing him to Court with thre, 
Bab. enn lay ach knamhburden 
vppon olde ages ſhould:rs : but J ſee they are 
ä e160 
Marq. I pꝛa thee doe, Ile haue thee line at tat, 
Ba. haue Re — 
Marq. Gate like thy mans lmplicite, 
Still ſhall he bethy ſcruant Babulo , 
Gri IE: ng 
uch 


— — 

1 2 ——— 
folkes fo2 gde dlkes: J am afraid j this wõder of þ rich 
louing þ poo2,wil laſt but nine daies:old ꝙ bid this mer- 
— 8 

fiſh ſirry thank him ſoꝛ his gov wil to pour dughter Griſ. 
fo2 ile be higdifhe du not (as manprichcongingmarchits) ) 
now a daies doe when — what ther "— 
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agroate to me it, and 
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her tetus mark 
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vou to God 
Far, Nay ſweet Ricealitflemoze; 
Ric, A lite mize will mekieiegn 
1 — 


| Far, r — miſerable vowes 
he makes when hee s dubd : yet he doth but as mani of 
| his bꝛother knights doe, keepe an 02dinarie fable ſo hint 
| and his long coate follower. 

Vrc, That long coate makes the maſter a little 


foz wherſoeuet his piece of a follower comes hopping 
him, hees ſureofadoable guarde. 


Far, Jleſet ſome of the Pages ſkirts fo2 
en Ichall ele them e eber, 


—_-. ——— — det nt fre —— on IHE 2" . 


The pleaſant Comme! 


pureleafe Tobacco,fo2 indeed hee s nothing purtfe, recke, 


and would be tried (not by God and hig countrie) but bx 


fire, the verie ſoule of his ſubſtance and needes would 
conuert into ſmoke. . 
Vic, Vee's Steele to the backe you ſee, ſoꝛ he wzites 


Challenges. 

Far. True, and Iron to the head, oh theres a tich lea⸗ 
den mincrall amongſt his bꝛaines, if his ſkull were well 
digd, Dirha Vrcence, this is one of thoſe changeable 
Silkc gallants, who in a verie ſcuruie pꝛid, ſtoꝛne alſchol- 
lers, and reade no bookes but a looking glaſſe, and ſpeane 
no language but ſweet Lady, and ſweet Signior and chew 
between their teeth terrible woꝛds, as though ach they would 
coniure, as and Pꝛoieds, and Faſtidious, x 


ſoule, and ſuch like raiſe veluet tearmes. 
Vrc, What be the accontremfts now of theſe gallits? 
Far, Indeed thats one of their fuſtia outladiſh phꝛa es 
to, marrie ſir their accontremets, are al y fataſticke ſaſhi⸗ 
ons,y can be taken vp, either vpõ truſt 92 at ſecond hand. 
Vre. Whats their quallifies? 
Far. None good, theſe are the beſf : to make good fas 
to take Tobacco well, to ſpit well, to laugh like a 
wayting Genllewoman, to lie well, to bluſh fo: nothing, 
to looke big vpon little fellowes , to ſcoffe with a grace, 
though they hane a verie flthie gracein ſcoffing, and oz 
aneede to ride pꝛettie and well, 
Vre. They cannot chooſe but ride well, becauſe enerie 
good wit rides them. 
Far. Herre s the difference, that they ride vpon hozſes, 
and when they are ridden they are ſpur d foz alles, ſo they 
tan trie wighee and hollow kicking iade, they care not 
if they haue no maze learning then a Jane, 3 


— 
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(hersfoe J ture uot; but rex: youleppoous a met. 
tompliſht corecombe. 
Far, Oh olde touch lad, this yonkeris right T rinidado 


complement an 
Capꝛichious, and Yilpzizian,and the Sinthereſis,of the 
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hobbie hozſe. | 

* Far, Dh he would daunce a moyrice rarely i hes bers 

14 Vrc, Ve wouty (angle Miwonly, . 
Peace lets incounter them. 

S. O. By Cod fir Emoloes, ux Owen is dlavout a cris 
ne ene lweare, —— 
not ſweare Rice? Ric. Pes fozſooth. Spit out his meate. 

S. Ow. By Cod is ſweare terrible to knog her pave, 
and fling her ſpingle legs at plum trees, when her come to 
fall to her tagger and fencing trigs, pes faith and to bꝛeag 
her ſhins did her not Rice? Ric; Yes bymy troth Sir. 

S. Ow. By Cods voge me is all true, and to giue her 
a great teale of blouddie noſe, betauſe Sir Emuloes yon 
ſhallenge the pꝛittich Knight, Rice you knowe Sir Owen 
ſhentlemaa firſt, and ſecondly knight, what aporale you 
Rice,is ſhoke now? (man. 

Ric, Noir A haue my fiue ſences and am as wel as any 
2 | 

ir Ov 

Far. Far, Now the galtimaufrie of languagecomes in. 

Emu. J pꝛoteſt to you, the magnitude of my condole- 
ment, hath bin eleuated the higher to ſie you and m ſelfe, 


two gentlemen. 
S. Ow. Nay tis wellknowne Sir Owen is good ſhen · 
1 not Rice: (woꝛds. 


Ric. Me that ſhall deny it Sir ile make him eate his 
Emu. Good friend J am nat in the Negatine,bee not 
ſo Capꝛichious, vou miſpꝛiʒe me, my collocution tedeth to 
D. Owens dignifting, 
Fra · Lets ſtep in, God ſane pou Smgnior Emulo, 


Vic. Mell entountred D. Owen, 


wa Owe, how do you . een no w 


but 


PET 


| viſcontojation,3 will ize my to the welch 
delinquiſhment, 


_ Gu 


Vrcenꝛe twaga great 
ol frends: ha ha is tell fine admirable ſheſt,by 


yourcompary pou know is pzecious 


- 9e 2 — — — — — — 
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m Iv Ster ber oy + Futte p 
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+; though tomy 


wivvowe , —— 

but ſ wert Signior be not to — 
Sit O. Ma ha is kno we not what genicalls meane, but 

Sir Owen will geni call her, and her tag her 3 


ſound friends indecde, 
O, if vou * beare 


all to me, 


Far. faith weele haue 
—— Signior E 


all the wzongs, you would be out Athlalied. 


Emu. Molt true. 

Six O. By god ts out a trie friends, but harg Farneze, 
teale to Emulots: Ow. is great teale 
Cod Emu- 


does, g feare ®.Owen,knog her ſhines, is tell, Sir Owen 
r 


ſerge her. 

ome el Vreeme of it: why ſhould you two 
ern conſidering what ſtoꝛe 
Emulo J gratulate your peace, 
to vs, and weele bee 
mierrieandrive abzoad:befh2e godnow A tar of riding. 
dir Owen me thinkes has an ercellent boote. | 

Vrc. His leg graces the boote. 

SO. By God isfinzleg and fins poote to: but Emu: 


— — 


denke 
Emu. Ba ha, well Gentlemen hawatecpockcts 


becken fo2 me, A muſt diſgreſſe from this bias, and leaue 


3 I beſeeeh you of this vulgar and domeſlick 
complement 


lone trigs to 
dor lo all 


—_— -— XY Wur—_. ”. 


Von are Faſtidiousand Fbanith you. 


$.Ow. 
Ric, — ns Lhe Geeta 3 
S. Ow. Apogsomher goe edge her a cal her within 
e Arte Onen hat means poine E 
| 8.69, ByCav is meane ta it men ſe what 
her,apogs on you. | 
Emu. Mir Owen and Signio2s both, doe not expatiate 
my obloquie, my lone ſhall. bes lo fal conglutinated to 


182 . Codsplud,yoocallherginttons, Gwenchyany 
Bun. Jlenott vſglt this pill Siqniors avi, 5 


Enter Gwenthyan, - 


Fa, Gods ſo,heere comes the widow hut in faith Six ny 
Owen ſap 


of this, 
| $ Ge. Ho goe to thi;by cob bir Owen beare as pzaue | 


minde as ©mprour- 
Gwe» Who ellas Gwembyan fo groat trale af time 
Vre . Sweet window euen your countrieman heere. 
S. Ow. Belly the raddo whee t wrage 
1 du ac whellock en wea awh- 


Se Onenganaryanbec Gena Manag 


. — — —— — — 


; T hepleaſagt Commody 
2 n . 
that we may vnderſtand vou, and haue at vou. 

S. Ow. pet ar Cid tomodayeatherſs, 
AIs tawge tn her pyittith „ fz tis fine delicates 
at ae xe tongue is finer as greeke 


Far a finer then both. bh 
S.Ow, But what ſaies nee will haue 
Sir Owen, Sir Owen is knowne fo2 a wiſelieman, 
as any ſince Adam aud Eues time, and that is by Gods 
vdge me a great teale agoe. 
Vere, A thinke — wiler then Sir Owen, 
S. Ow. Salomons had pzettie wit: but what ſay you to 
King Tauie: King Tauie is well knowne was as good 
muſitions, as the peſt fidler in aul Italie. and ing Tauie 
was Sit Owens confitrieman, yes truely a pzettith ſhen⸗ 
tlemen poꝛne, and did twinckle, twinckle, twinckle, out 
acrie vpon tis knowne Tauic loue Miſ- 
tris Perſabe, as Dix Owen loues Gwen hyan ; will ber 
haue Sir Owennow? , 
Far Faith widdow take him, Sir owen is a tall 
man 4 can tell you. 
S. ow. Tall man, as God vnde mee, her thinke 
| the pꝛittiſh ſhentelman , is faliant as Mars that is the 
fine knaues,th2 poets ſay the God of pribles : pꝛables, 
J hope widdowe vou ſee little moꝛe in Six oven then 
A Sir Emuloes, ſay ſhal her:? haue her now, tis faliant, as 
can deſire, J warrant her. 
Gu. Dir owen, dit onen, tis not ſoꝛ faliant, Gu en- 
thyan careſs much, but foz honeſt and fertuous, and lo⸗ 
| uing and pundall toleade her haue her will | 
S. owe. God vdge mee, tage her away, to her huſ⸗ 
band, and is led her daue het willowdacne, vet by God 
is pꝛidle her well cnoughe. 
Gw, — is going toher cojen 
er 


bn _ aber | 


_ gn: By Cod Wales (beter count an habe a - 
Gon. Howilherer G kherfay Gnendhyan 

1 oem Ger tage 
ths pꝛitich knight, ſhall lone her die gon: but muſt haue 
her good will: : marg your thad Sir oven. q 

ow, Owe whats oven matt yt ferrewwel, 
et ſhall tage her downe quiglie inough, come widdowe = 
will wag to the coward, now to her cozen, and bid her to- 
zen tell her minde owen. ot | 

Gw, Pouleman Gwenthyan Sirowenes | 

ow. Ves by Cod and pꝛauelp to, come Shentlemans 
vou le tag paines to goe with her? 

Far. TWeele follow poupzeſently Mix owen, 
S. ow. — — Gu ẽthj 3 mondu 

Gw, Gramercie wheeh, Am a Mock honnob Exeunt. 
. — 

o Hymen, we hall 
peete hey ho Hiemen, their loue will bee like a great fire 
— — that yeeldes nothing but cracking 

e, noiſe. (king, 
Vee, If the mille his crowne tis no matterfoz cracks 
Far, o ſhe ſoadertt againe , it. will paſſecurrant, 


Enter Onophrio and Iulia walking ouerthe Stage, 


Vre. Peace heere comes our faire miffris. 

Far. Lets haue a fling at her. 

Vrc. So you map, but the hardnes is to hit her. 

Ono. Farewel Farneze you attfd wel vpdb your miſtris, 
Iul, Nay, nap, their wages ſhall be of the ſame colous 

that their ſcrnice 1s of, 

Far, Faith miſtris would you had frauelled a lifile ſw⸗ 


ner this way, you ſhould hane ſcene rare comedy at- 
mulo 0. 


ted by E 


Vee, Euerie 


? 


— — —— > — — — — — —äã.— — y 27 
- 


ue in a kindeofhell. 


2 0 
Vee, — will be a fage ſoz that, 


32 > TT 
Far, ———ů— canes Gwenthyan, 
lul. Iſt poſſible: oh they two will beget b2ane warri- 
—.— fo: if ſhe ſcolde heele fight, and if he quarrell ſheele 
vp the bucklers:ſhee's fire and hee s bʒimſtone, muſt 
no there de hb veengs hn hinkeyou 
On. Theyle pꝛooue Turtles, foz therr hearts being ſo 

like, they cannot chooſe but bee louing. 

Jul. Turtles: Zurkic-cocks, fo: Gods louelets intreafe 
the Duke my bꝛother, tomake alawe, that whereſoe- 
ner Sir Owen and his Ladie dwell, the nert neighbour 
may alwaies be Conſtable, leaſt the peace bee bꝛoken, fo 
theyle doe nothing but cryrarme, arme, arme. 

Far. * would die rather then loſe her 
Jul, Do thinke not J. (loue 
On. J ſhould fo; Iulia, if J were lulies huſband. 
Jul, Therefoze lulia ſhalnot be Onophries wife, fo; Ile 
haue none die fo2 me. | 
Alike not that coloure. 
Far. Yes fo2 pour loue vou would Iulia. 


Iul. Ns nd2 yet foz my hate Farnexe. 
Vrc. pou not haue men lone you ſet nuſtris? 


Jul. Ho not J,fye vpon it ſweet ſeruant. 
On, Would vou wiſh men to hate you? 


Jul, n lone not to 
Venus. 


Far. . meane to leade apes in hell. 
. Jul, That ſpitefull pzouerbe was pꝛoclaim d againſt 
them that are marryed bpon earth, foz to bemarriedists 


Far. J as they doe at barlibꝛeake. | 
Jul. Your wife is your ape, and that heauie burthen 

'wedlocke,your Jacke an Apes clog, theretozs ile not bes 
tyed too t: aſter Facneze, ſweet virgiriitie — — 


4 


ofpatient Grisfil, 


inniflble God-head that turns into Angells, that makes 

vs ſaints on earth and ſtarres in heauen: heere Uirgins 

ſeeme goodly,but there gloꝛious: In heauen is no wooing 

pet all there are lonely ; in heauen are no weddings vet al 

9 earth into heanen, 
by being all louers heere to. 

— So we doe to an earthly heauen we turneit. 

On. Nay but deare lulia, tel vs why ſo much you hate, 
to enter into the liſts ofthis ſame combat Partimonie? 
lul. You may well call that acombat,fo2 inderde mar- 
riage is nothing elſe, but a battaile of loue, a friendly figh- 
ting, a kindeof fauourable terrible warre : but pou erre 
Onophrio in thinking J hate it I deale by marriage as 
fome Indians doe the Dunne, adoꝛe it, and reuerence 
it, but dare not ſtare on it, fo2 feare J be ſtarne blinde : 
vou thꝛee are batchellers, and being ſicke of this maiden 
head, count al thinges bitter, which the phificke of a ſing- 
le life minniſters vnto you: you imagine if you could 
mak the armes of faire Ladies the ſpheres of pour hearts, 
good hearts, then pou were in heauen : oh but Batchilers 
take heede, you are no ſooner in that heauen, but you 
ſtraite ſlip into hell. 
Far. As long as I haue a beautifull Ladie to tozment 
me, J care not. 
Vre. Naz J the lweetnes o her loo kes ſhall make me 
reliſh any punniſhment. 

On. Crcept the punniſhment of the hozne Vreenze, 

put that in. 

Tul. Nayhee were beſt put that by: Lozd, Lo2d, ſee 
what viithufts this loue makes vs? il he once but grt into 
our mouthes, hee labours toturne our tongues to clap⸗ 
pers, and to ring all in at Cupids Church when we were 
better to bite off our tõgues, ſo we may thꝛuſt him aut, 
Cupid is fwazne b that looſeth tune 


Itan tell you looſeth afriend. 
D. 5 Fa, J 


® 


lu. The! rod hcunnts ff, ron wears myti- 
uerie, caſt ofthis coate o loue : bee aſhamde 
vppon a bop, a wag, ablinde bop, 3 wanton; 
Oy bꝛether the Duke waats our companies, tis Idie- 
#5 nes and !oue,makcs pou captaines to this ſolitarines , fol, 

= EZ lowe me t loue not, ; ite teach pou how to ſind litertie. 
4 | All. Weobey to follow tou, but tot to loue ytu, no te- 


N nounte that obediente. Excunt 
| Enter the Marqueſſe and Furio, 
M — M | 
3 by faith J oft h me teide,thy faith A credits 


Fo? J haue found it ſollid as the rocke: 

No babbling ecchoſits vpon thy lips, | 

Fo: ſilence euen in ſpeacg, doth ſcale them vp, 

Wilt thou be truſtie Furio to thy Lo2dez 8 
Fur, J will. 

Mar. It is enough, thoſe wo2ds J will, 

Peelds ſ\weetermuſicke then the gilded ſounds, 

Ahich chatting parrats long toung d ſicophants, 

Send from the oꝛgans of their ſiren voice, 

Griſſill my wife thou ſe:{ be ꝛre ia her wombe, 

Theiop ot marriage: Furio J pꝛoteſt, 

Py loue to her is as the heate to fire, 

Her loue to mee as beautie to the Sunne, 

Lern ſeper able adiungs in one wo2d, 

D 


o dearely lone J ( vriſſill, that my life 


end, when ſhe doth ende to be my · wile. 
ur. Lis well done. 


Marq. Pet is my boſome burnt vp with deres, 
To tciemy Griffils patience, Jle put on 
A wainckled ſoꝛehead, and turne both mine eyes, 

Into two balles of fre, and clacpe my hand 


Liky 


. — — 


r | A 
EE 

y tongue ſhall iarre,my mulicall, 
220 Grill Griſſill muſt not knowe this? 4% 8 5 2 


1 Ld % - | 
LY 
„ " 


Eater Graf 


Fur, Not fo2 me, 


Marq. — the orac, OO 
Ponder ſhe comes: on goes this maſke of frownes, 
Tell her J amgngrie: men men trie pour wines, 
. lweetely thaiuen. 

» PyLo2deis angry. 


Gl Anger: A 


The burden ot all ſozrowes,of all woe, 


Befoze the ſmalle t griete ſhould wound voti o. 
Marq. J am not beholding to your loue faz this, 
Woman J love thee not, thine eres to mine 
Are eyes of Bxiliſkes, thep murder me. 
Grif. Suffer me to part hence, Ale teare them out, 
Betauſe they woꝛke ſuch treaſon to my loue. 
Marq. Tame not of lone Y hate thee mozethi poyſon 
That nickes vpon the aires in e ted winges, 
Ech ald vp by the hot 28 olthe Dunne, 


Li 


— 


hy didit thou 
Why lyemy ioyesburied in Griſſills name: 


Foz thats moze warme then this, A ſhall looke olde, 


euen to your mean ett groome my Lo2d ile ſtoope- 


Tis fo2 thy ſake they curſe me, raile at me. 
Thinkſt thou then J can loue thee (oh my ſoule) 
builde this mountaine of my ſhame, 


Sri. Py gracious Lo2de. 

 Marq. Call not me gracious Lode, 
See woman heete hangs vp thine aunceftrie, 
The monuments of thy nobillitie, 
Chis is typ rullet gentrie, co ate, and creſt 
Thy earthen honoꝛs J will neuer hide, 
Becauſe this bꝛidle ſhall pull tn thy pꝛide. 

Griſ. Pooꝛe Griſſill is not pꝛoud of theſe attires, 


hey are to me but as your liuerie, 


And from your humble ſeruant when pon pleaſe, 
Sqm; — which inderde 


beſt wealth is neede, 


Es 5 rpg 
Ile calf this gapneTſe of, and be content 
To weare this ruſtet bzauerieofmy owne, 


No ſooner in courſe then cloth of golde. 

Marq. @pite of my —— . 
Fur, Pour gloue my Lord, - 
Marq. Caſt downe my gloue againe, 
Stoope you foz it, ſoz J will haue you ſfoope, 
And kneele euen to the meaneſt groome J keepe. 

Griſ. Tis but my duetie if youle haue me ſtoope, 


Marq. Furio how louenly thon goeſt attir d⸗ 


KF Fu, TUhyp ſo my loꝛde: 
Marq - Lcoke heere thy ſhooes are both vntide, 


. gs hon, 
Fur, Pardon 


e eee 


Fur, Tis (0. . | 
* — 2 — lleepe in her gra 
f e * 


acl] 


2 5 beautious fozchead. 
i Fur, Jſaw none 

NMarq. Did not one dꝛop fal downefrs ſozzowes cies, 
To — my heart fo2 theſe her tmuries? - 

en Faith not a dꝛop, J ſeareheole frowne on mee, 


gmee ſernice? 
' Marg kfurio that ile trie, 
Dy pace may pe 02-akeher Grufill ,Grifſll 


Enter Griffel. 


Fur. She tome at ſirit᷑ call. 
Griſ. Did my Loꝛde call? 
Marg, Moman J cald thee not, 
I ſaid this laue was like to Griffill, Griffill, 
. And muſt yon therefozecome to tozture mee? 
Nay ſtay here's a companion fit foz vou, 
Thou vereſt me, ſo doth this villaine to, 
But ere the Dun to his highelt th:one aſcend; 
Py indignation in his death ſhall end. | 
. Griſ. Oh pardone him my Loꝛd, foz mercies wings 
Beares round about the word the 


Temper your wzath J beg it on my kuee, - / 


\ 


200 © Theplealant Cm 
E 

Fu. — mg | 

4 true power, 

Ca thee with demall,oh myGriſil, 
Bob doarely ſhould J loue thee, 
Pea die to doe thee good, but that my ſubiecs 
' Upb:aid me with thy birth, and call it baſe, 
And grieue to ſe thy Father and thy Beother 
Wande pp todignitis. 


Orif, Oh calt them downe, | 
And ſend pooze Griffill poozely homs again, 


High Cedars fall, when lowe ſhꝛubs ſafe remaine. but 


Enter at the ſame doore Mario and Lepido. 


Mari, Fetch me a tup of wine. 
mw Ohees a ſaint ſure. 
q. Dh Furio now ile boaſt that I haue found, 

Ing Angel vpon tarth: ſhe ſhalbe cround 

The empꝛeſſe of all women. Lepido⸗ 

Mariortwhat was the that paſſed by you? 

Boch. Pour vectaons wife. 
Marq. Callhcrnot vertucus, 

Fo2 J abhorre her, did not herſwolne eyes 

Look? red with hate oz ſco2ne? did ſhe not curſe - 

Py na ne oꝛ Furioes name? 
Mari. Nomy deare Lo2d. 
Marq. Fo: he and J raild at her, ſpit at ber, 

Ile burt her heart with fozrow, fo2 J gricue 

To ſee you grieue that J haue w2ong'dmy late, 

V loningone w7oſebaſenes now 15 hate. 

Inter Gxiſſill with w 

Come ſaſter if ycu can fozbcare Maio, 

Tis hut her cffice:what ſhe does to mie, 

Pe Shall perloꝛme to any of you thzee, 


Ile drinke 
Lep. I 


- „ " , * 
* — — —— 2 


2 
T the 
Grif, Pour patience Jcomme:7> that can abide, 
To hearea aterer (peaxeyet vearrejiNe 
oh boa Heard og ara ge og 
Comnent nithin ney ſight- (grata 
And ik von pleſecee beehrt bar. Ext. 
: Marq. Fnrio 
/  - Fur. y Lorde, | 
Fo. Pp, dogs 
ED how tn her lookes this tryeall hewes. 
ur, 
Marg. naro, Lepido, Jloath this Grifill, 
As ſicke men loath the bittereſt potion 
EUhich the Phiſttionshand holdes out to them, 
Fo2 Gods ſale f,owne vpon her when ſhe ſmiles, 
Fo2 Gods ſake ſmile fo2 top to ſre her frowne, 
Fo2 Gods ſaue ſcoꝛne her, call herbeggers bꝛat, 
To: ment her with your lookes, your woꝛds pour derdes, 
e 
Alt thon doe this Mari 
Mari. If vou ſay. 
r —— | | 
arq. J know pou mult, ſo Lepido muſt vou 
Tiowel but tounſell me whats beit to doe, 
Vow ſhall J p — 9 — 
eng ls heartin ſunder b2cake, 
epi, Pour ſubtects doe repine at nothing moze, 
as to beholde lanicola her Father, 
And her baſebzother lifted vp ſo high. 
Mari. To bamth them from Court werepollicie, 


3 


Exit. 


© EnterBabuloſinging witha boy ' 


aftcr hi 


Bab. Boy how ſits my rapier: la ſol la ſol, &c. fy 
Boy. It hangs as enen as a chandlers beame. - 
Bab. Dome of them deſerue to hang vpon a beame 

fo2 that euennes, boy learne to giue cuery man his due, 
| giue the hangman his due, fo2 hee s a neteſſary member. 
1 Boy. Thats true, ſoꝛ he cuts of manie wicked mẽbers. 
1 Bab. Mees an ercellent barber, he ſhaues moſt cleanly 
But page how doſt thon like the Court? 8 
Bab. Faith ſo doe J pꝛetlie and ſo: J am wearic of 
being a Courtiour Bop. s p 
Boy, That you cannot bee aſter, ſo; you axe but a 
Courtiers man. 
Bab. Thou ſaiſt true 4 thou art the Courtiers mans 
boy , ſo thou art a courtier in decimo fexrotn the leaſt 
volume, oꝛ acourtier at the thud hand, oꝛ a courtier by re- 
nerſion,o2 acourticr thꝛee deſcents remoued, oꝛ a courti⸗ 
er in minoꝛitie oꝛ an vnder Courtier 02 4 courtier in 
poſſe, and J thie Palter in eſſe: 
„A poſſe an eſſe non eſte argumentum aſter, 

Bab. Thou haſt to much wit to be ſo ltttle, but imita- 

tion, imitation, is his good Loꝛd and Paſter. 


Enter Ianicela Laured and Furio. 
lacs, Bniſhe 


Dirra, at art thou a B:okere | 
K eben enen Bukere | 


2 


ter, and his ſiſter, and my Pidtris is the Kings wife? 


too. 


Bab. There's a ſhip of fooles ready to hopſt ſaple.they 
ſtay but (oz a good winde and your co 


take ſhipping. 
Jan, Peace Babulo, we are baniſh fromthe Court, = 
Bab. Jam glad, it ſhall caſe me of a charge here, 


ter fo2 our honeſty, wel liue any e 
in any cozner, . 
E nter Griff, II, 


Tan, DJ my deere Grill ll, 

Ori. Poufcom me art baniſhf, 
Butere you Gang the Courk, oh laaue I pary 
Pour gricie in C riſſils boſome, let my cheekes _- 
Coronet ebb 
And ectoꝛ N A. 
Bega? vaur diſcontent : had not J been, 


157 naturk painted thus 1 
| Tahass ds Cont la RITES 


| a:t a Jewe, th'art a Pagan: howe dart thou 
n n, | 


| ky, Goelogke, firra (vole, ry condition is to hip vom 
J wondzr(i7all fooles w2:obanilgt) where thou woula h 


jongas loo hae guod claathes — | 


mothers when 
The miſery ofany wzetchcs 
Fut. I muſt obey my Paſter,though inderd 


My heart (that ſecmes hard) at their wꝛongs deth bleed. 
Par get you gons , I ay little, but you knowe my 


Bab. Little ſaidis ſocne amended,thou ſax It but lit- 
fie,and that littie will be mended ſoone indeed, thats ne- 


uer, and ſo the Pꝛouerbe ſtands in his full ſtrength, polo 


babe 


er and vertue. 
1 Enter Marqueſſe, Mario and Lepido and 
attendantcs. 
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Lau. Darparting ſhall be G;o2t,Mfftcrf 
Fa, Our parting ſhall be went, e 
Ian. Nemember thor didit line when thot 
aA wnow thou doſt bat liue, come fonneno 
Marq. See them without W Pakorn 0 
Fu. Good, yet tis bad. int t with Fi 
Pa, hall Furio — 0 
turne bs out of doozes ? pol tune dg ont 


m—_ 
Vente with that foole, Mario by 1 | 
e ſhullnot propa ons 2 : 
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$04,03f1enotagood me, folowr: Ir, 
pat ee e | 


5 74 E. rische 
| ofthat arion, that ſtitcht me in Potlep, fb; — a fole 
7 D N Courtier: ſœ my 


. — pet — JI molt turne dats 
taker and foole againe, the one q am ſwoꝛne to, but 
pole beſtowe vpon the world, 5 Stultorui je na 
Cn th F part of wel. 
— 0 my thame rewe 
Lady what (ay pon oftheir exile? 

— t! thinke gd, Ale not terme vile, 
is rich burthenin my wozthles wombe, 
de is ſo ſubtec to pour will, 

Frog eee 
llc eee arr get you in, Exit 
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x "oe F Mar. ve — owne your 

1 => eye, 

Pee bee eee 

Ts. x ſule hou path and poli tyou , 

8. 2 epa Griffls tofome flowe, 

| as of my wife? 
28 nm my patient, 
: merits much of loue, ittie or hate, 


. ³ OO On, mee rr" 


ofpatient Grisſill. 
Marg. . that mirth voth kill me, | 

he is with child you ſee, her trauaile paſt, - 
J am 9ctermiaed e Ha! leane the Court, 
find 1: ug agate with oe famed, 

Both. Therein vou ſyꝛu tac wiiedame, 

Morq. Doe] indeed: 
Dane fl bub itſhall be done, Ile haue you two 
Numer that paeſently,to the wide cares 

Od that news · louing · beaſt the multitude, | 

G22 tell them fvz their ſakes this thall be done. 
Mari. With wings we flp2, | : 
Lep, miſter then time we run, Txeunt. 


Marg. — then: o) theſe tunes, theſe tnptous 


Dow \wift is miſchiefe?1 th what nimble frets 
Dotheny gallop to doe urp? © 
They both confeile my Griſſils innoceace, 
They bot) admire her wondꝛous patience, 
Vet in their malice and to flatter me, 
Mead- ong they run to this imptety . 
Oh whats this world, but aconfaſed 
D*fooles and mad men, trowding in athzut 
To ſyoulder out the wiſe, trip downe the inlk. 
But J will try by ſelke experience, | x 
Aim ſhun the vulgar ſentence of the baſe, 
A J finde Griſſul ſtrong in patient: 
Ze flatterers chall de wounded $065 2960 
And wh1lf verſe liues, the fame ſhall neuer dye, | 
D*Grifſils patiente, and her conſtancy. Exit. 


Enter Vrcenze and Onophrio at ſeuerall doores, and 


Farneꝛie in the mid'ſt. 
Far, Onophrio and Vreenze met 
take his nand, foz there comes exty ont, na Ko 
unicth ; Emilo with his * faire ſcarks, _—_— 
3 


Farn. Peace,ſa,ſa,ſa. 


The pleaſant Commody 


with him,he laughes apace,and terefoze J am ſte hes 
lyes apace, 


0 


Enter Emulo with Iulia. 


Ono His arme in a ſcarfe:has he been fighting? 
; * Fighting: hang him coward. - 
Vrc. Pechaps he does it to ſhew his ſcarfe. 
Far, Prate, heere the aſſe comes, ſtand aſide, and (ce 
him curuet. 
" Jul, Did my new marted couſcn Sir Owen wound 


you thus? 


* 3 Hee cecfes,as he is allyed fo the illuſtrious Iu- 


Ea. J liue his denoted, as Signior Em loes enemy, no a- 
dulatoꝛp language can redecme him fi om vengrante: if 
you plcafe my moſt accompliſl;f Piſtrig. J will make a 


wn 27 veer bemcnſtration ofour batt: ile. 
p as you can good ſeruant. 
Ono. Dh gulles him ſimply, 


Far. She has reaſon, is he not a fimple gulli: 
{ Vre. Sound an allarum cre his battle begin. 


Emu, Sir Owen and my ſelfe entt untting, J tailde 
my vpper garment. and enriching my head agauie with 
a fine veluet cap, which F then woꝛe, with a band to it 
of D2tent Pearle and Golde, and a ſoo iſh ſpꝛig ef ſome 


nine oꝛ ten pound pꝛice, oꝛ ſa, wee grewe to an cmparle- 
Ante. 


Far. Oh ho ho, this is rare. 
Jul. Pou did wilcly to conferre befoꝛe you combated. 
Emu. Aerilp we did ſo, hut ſalling into the handes of 
bitter woꝛds, we retoꝛted a while, and then dꝛew. 
Ono, True, his gloues lo ſaue his hands. 
Vrc, No, his hand- kercher to wipe bis face. 
Fat. He ſweat pittifully foz feare, if it were true: if, 


Fmu. J 


ltr oe | 


— God; of meece purpole, ogacethe Conran 
fo fooꝛth) that ſcoliſh · gannent downe: the 
buttons wert tlluſt:zous and — diamonds, but 
its all one. 

Far. Nay,they were all ſcarce one. 

Emu Diuine Lady as J ſaid, we both lying, 

Fa. J'c be ſwo:ne thou doſt. 

Emu. J muſt cecognie and confeſſe very gencrou⸗ 
ll e, and heroytallie at out ward, the wriſh night mak⸗ 
ing a very de ſperate thꝛuſt at my boſome, befoze God 
fairely miſt m imbꝛoydered Jer iin that J then woze, 
and with my ponyard vapulat ing ad checking his 
engine do une, it cu: mee a pape of very 
cloth of golde hoic, at leaſt thus long ST the can⸗ 
non at lcatT, : 

jul. And miſt pour leg? 

Fa. J, and his hoſe tos. 

Emu. And miſt my leg (molt bꝛight arte) which ad⸗ 
nantagious ſigne J( )thislegge (hauing a fay2e 
carnation ſilke ſtocking on) ſtumbled, my ſpangled gar- 
fers in that impꝛiſton fell about my ſeete,andhe fetching 
a moſt valarous and ingenious careere,inuaded my Ra- 
pier hand, entred this gilded fozt,and in that paſſado val- 
nerated my hand thus deepe J pꝛoteſt, and conteſt hea» 
uen. 

Jul, No moꝛe, its foo tragicall. 

* Emu. J conclude, J thought by the Synchereſis of nry 
ſoule) J had not been imperiſhed, till the bloud chewing 
his red tincture , at the top ot a faire enneloped gloue, 
ſunke along my arme, ſpoil'da rich waſtecoate wzonght 
in ſilke and 1 tox &c, 


Far. Peel 


wy —_— 
x 
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gittimate otkice of 


mouth, fo2 he will vndoe you with lyes. 


The pleaſant Commody 
Far. Veel . fra 
Gods ſake 


Emu, — I chall neuer recuperate the le⸗ 
this member my ame. 

All3. Siguior Emulo, 

Emu Sweet an”. accompliſht Signiors. 

Far. * (ca. — had apitiful hand with this 
recouered. 
A But — where is your other hand? 

Ono. See ſweet miſtris one is my pꝛiſoner. 

Vre. The other J hare tane vp wtth the fine finger. 
ul. Locke in his ſcarfe Farneze fo2 an other, hee has a 
1 tis pitifully wounted her tels me pitiful⸗ 
U p. 

* Mounded, oh palpable, come q demonſtration 


Ono. Giue him rour larded tloake Signiot to op his 


Vrc. Come Signior, one ſine lye now toapparrell all 


theſe ſoꝛmet . in ſome light ſarcenet robe of truth: none, 


none, in this mint? 
Jul, pe ſeruant, is your actompliſtht Comtſhip no- 
* lees: 
ye Signior, no muſicke in your mouth, but bat- 
Vrc, ye Emulo, nothing but watdzop , yet heare all 


rour frunckes of ſuites: 
Far. ye digmor, à ſtarſe about your necke, pet will 


not hang your ſelie to heare all this: 


lul. Seruant᷑ F diſcharge pou my lergice , Ile enter⸗ 
taine ro bꝛagga. ta. 

Ono. Signior, we diſcharge yoy the Court, wet haue 
no . in our company. 
. Abram we caſheere pou our company, wee muſt 

2 5 at Court. 
Emu. Oh patience bee thou my foztification : — 
thou 
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b kpatlent Cut. 
'fhouſpurneft me fo vitering that natriment, which 
mer fromthis. = 


Fa. How lealy*away you ideof : Italy infects pon not, 
- but your ownediſeaſed ſpirits: italy? out you froth., you 
fcunme,becauſe pour ſonleis mud, and that you haue 
bꝛeathed in ltaly, you Il ſay Italy haue defyledyou : away 
vou boꝛe, thou wilt wallow in mire in the ſwesteſt coun⸗ 
trie in the woꝛld. f | 
Emu. Jcannot conceipt this rawnes : Italy farewell, 
Italians aduc. , 
A vertuous ſoule abhoꝛres fo dwell with you. Ext, 
All. Ba ha ha: Laugh. 


Emer Marqueſſe and Sir Owen. 


Iu. Peace ſeruauts, here comes the Duke my bꝛother. 
Marq. Loe couſen heete they be: are pee heere Gen⸗ 
tlemen: 

And lulia you too? then Ile call your eyes, 

To teſtilie, that to Dir Meredith, 

J doe deliuer heere foure ſealed bondes: 

Coze haue a care to them, it mach behoones yon, 

Foꝛ Gentlemen, within this parchment lyes, 

Fine thouſand Duckets payable to him, 

Juſt fouretcene dates befoꝛe next Penticoaſt, 

Coe it conternes vou, there dꝛe keep them ſafe, 

Owen. Fugh, her warrant her ſhall log hem bb from 
Sunne and Boone, and ſeauen ſtartes too F hobe, but 
harg you cozen Marquellc, 

Marq Now, whats the matter: 

Ow, A poreon it tis ſcalde matter, well, well pzap 
cozen Marqueſle,vſc het Latie Griſſill a god teale better, 
fo: as God vdge me, you hurd Sir Owen out a cry by 
maging her ſad and powd ſo, ſee you? 

Marq. Hurt you ? what harme oz good reape you 

Owen. Harme, 


thereby 5 
F. 


hanme,foz !oog vou 
al, 


The pleaſant Comm ody 


cozen lulia, 4 


(fo2 awl is to know 
tag to wife the widdow 6venthyan, 
. Marq. True ce en i; ſha s a vertuous gentiewoman. 
On. One ot the patienteſt Ladies in the woꝛld. 
Vrc, Sher's wondꝛous beautiful! g wondzons kinde. 
Far. Sher s the quieteſt woman that ere J knew, foz 
good heart, her U put vp any thing. 
ſul. Coze a J am pꝛoude that you are ſped ſo well. 
Ow, Are you: by Ood ſo are not J. ile tei pou what cc - 
zen Marqueſſe, you awl know her wel, ou know her fate 
is liddle faire ſmug, but her has a tung goes Jingie ian- 
ale, Jingle iangle, petter and wozſe then pelles when her 


houſe is a fire: patient: ha ha ſir Owen ſhall tag her herlcs 


and run ta Males, and her play the tiuell ſo out a cry ters 
rible a pogs on her la. fo 

lul. Thy cozen what are her quallities that you ſo 
commend her? 

Ow. Commend her: no by God not J, ha ha:is know 
her quallities petter £ petter, foze J commend. her: but 
Gwenthian is woꝛſe and woꝛſe out a cry, owe out a cr 
wozſe,out of awl cry, ſhi s fra.'d to be made fol as Griſe 
ſill is,4 as God vdge me, her mag fine pobbie ſwle of Sir 


. Owen, her ſhide g ſhide,t pzawle x ſcoulde, by God and 


ſcradge terrible ſomtime, owe + haid her wil doe what her 
can, ha ha ha, and fir Owen were hanſome pachcler agen, 
pꝛay cozen Marqueſſe tag ſome o:der in Grithll , o tedge 
fir Owen to mag ow enthians quiet and tame her. 


Mar?. To tame her: that Ile teach you pꝛeſentlp, 


Vyou had no ſooner ſpake the woꝛd of Taming, 


v remedie, 


But mine eye met a ſpeed 


Oe cozen heere s a plot where Oſiers grow, 


belongs to olde Janicula 


_ Griſſils father) come Sir Meredith, 
out your knife cut thꝛee and ſo will J, 


_ - 2 —— ear - 14 * _ 
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Varme, yes * lid, a poggie teale of : 
ber wifes caſe) ou know her 


A ſonne and daughter? I by them will p;oone 
Py Griffils patience better, and her loue: 
Come lulia,come Onophtio, cope 


: Exeunt. 
Ou. Ma ha ha, tame a ſhꝛew, owe tis out a cry terri⸗ 
ble hard, and moꝛe woꝛſe then tame a mad pull. but whad 
meane her cozen to mag her cut her wands? ha ha, God 
| vdge me tis fine knag. A ſte her knauerp now, tis to pang 
| cwenthyans podie and ſhe mag a noiſe 4pzabble : Js not 
ſo : by Gods lid ſo. owenthian, fir Owen will knog vou 
befo2e her abide ſuch hoꝛrible doe. | 
Enter 6wenthuan and Rice, | 
Oods lid here her comes.rerdawgh owenthiin rerdawgh, - 
| owe. Terdawgh bee Sit Owen Terdawgh whee. 


oven. Dwe,looge heere, fine wandes Gwenthyan, is 
not: | 
F 2 


cwen, Rees 


4 * © ® M4 * 4 * — 


g a eee 
Due Rees tag them ad pꝛeag them in peetes. 
Ric. What ay you fozlooth? 

Gwe... What ſay uu fozſwthe pou ſaucieknauc,muft 
1 tell her once, and twice, and thꝛice, and foure times, 
whats doe-pzeag theſe wands, 

- Ox, Kc es is petterpzeake Rees his pats: heere Nees 


carry her home. 
Ri. Mould I were at gallowes,fo J were not heere: 
Gwen. Doe and her tare, doe and her tare, ſec r ou 
now, what ſhall her doe with wands: peate Gu enthy an 
podie and mag Cwenthyan put her in me hole: 
ha,by God by God. is feradze her cies out that tudge her, 
. loog on her, marg rou that Sit 
wen 
oven. Pes, her marg her, Rees pzay marg her Ladic? - 
Ri. Not J fir ſhee l ſet hex markes on me then. 
wen. Js pꝛade:is pꝛade: goe tw Recs, Ile Rees her, 


vou tawg you. 
Owen, Pay Owendhien bee patient, as her tozen 


.. Griſlillis, 


ce. Geiffillowerzowe?Griffll-no no, no, no. her ſtall 
not mag Gwenchian ſuch ninny pobbie foole ag Griffill, 


A ay pꝛeage her wandes. 
oven. Coaa plude is pought her to peate duſt out of 
her cloag and parrels. 

| cue. Peate her cloag and parrels? he, fie, fie, tis ive 

Sir Owen tis lye. 

-- Pour wozſhip may tab her. ſhe giues you the lye. 
Ov. Peace Rees, goe to, J pought them indecde = 
mag her hoꝛſe run and goe amightie teale of pace, pꝛa 
let Rees tag het in good Gwenthuan? 

Gwen, Rees beare in her wandes becauſe Sir Owen 


beg ſo gently. 


owen, Goe Rees, goe locke them vp in apor oz ſheft, 


goe. 
Ri, Fou ſhalnotneed to bid me goe,fo2 Ile run. I vit. 
Oyven. Þ 


” _—_ —— — - - 


apa 
Owen, J ponght themfo2 her hoꝛſe inder heere 
was her cozen Marqueſſe and p:pught 
ſeriblings heere foz her money : Gwenthyan 
and keep her wiſely : 


| 1 ill is pꝛought to bed of Hddle 


ſheatleman and nan: (is glad out a cry ſpeag 
her faire) ves truely Ctiſſil Ar r 

Ge un. Griſſils no podie but Griffils? what care J fo: 
Gritfill: I ſay if Dir Owen loue d wenthyan, ſhal not loue 
o iſſil noꝛ Marqueſſe ſo, ſee you now? 

Ow, God vdge me, not loue hercozen ? is ſheulous? 
ow? ts fine trig, not loue hercozen? Sod vdge me her wil, 
and hing ver ſelfe, ſee pou now? 

Gwe. Haig her ſelfe, owe, owe, ofve, wenthyans ta- 
ther huſband is ſcaw2ne to ſay hang her ſelfe : hang her 
fa ⁊: owe we, owe owe. N 

Ow, Gods plude, what cannot get by pzawles is get 
by owe, owe obe, is terrible Ladie, pꝛay be peace, and 
cry no moꝛe owe, owe, owe, Tawſone cwenthyans, God 
vdge me is very furie. IE 

cen. O mon lago, mon due, hang awenthyans? a 

Ow. Adologo whee wen: hyan bethogh, en Tho- 
nigh, en moyen due. | 

ow , Ne vetho en Thonigh,cna wathe 

Ggwenthyans? 

Owen, Sir Owen ſhall ſay no moꝛe hang her ſelfe, be 
out a cry ſtill and her ſhill pye her new card ta ride in, x 
two new fine hoꝛſes, and moꝛe plew coates and padges 
ta follow het heeles,ſceyou now? 

Gwen. But will her ſay no moze hang her ſelle⸗ 

1 Enter Rice. ; 
DO. Oh no moꝛe, as God vdge mee no moze, pꝛay 
leane,owe,owe,owe. | 
}. Ri. Tanackin the ode hath bꝛought yourRebato , it 
comes to thꝛee pound. 

Ow. What a peſtilence is this ſoz owenthyan? 
3 owen, Þz 


gethlaTce,hang 


not panne? 
owen, — tisrepatoes I warrant 


itheere 
het: es e eee ves tis pzaue , Kees the 


be enen 
owen. 
pe it. wen. By God 3 it. 
F * Gabber ei e 
owen. Sbalret le fag her away , I ſy her that 


and weare it pye and ppe. 
owen, Then mag a pobbie ſoole of Sir Owen indecd: 


Gods plude ſhall? J ſay ſhal not: fiue pound ſoꝛ puble, fo2 
patoes: here there: io tagit now, weareit now polute her 
neg, ſhall pꝛidle fir Owen ha? 

_—_ D 3 oh pꝛetious Kninght, oh rare 

ir en. 

Gwe. Out you raſkals,you pꝛade and pꝛade, ile pꝛade 
your neaces. 

Ri. Oh rare Madame, oh pꝛetious Madame, O God, 
O Sod, O God, D. Exit. 

Gwe, Js dominecrenow,you teare her ruffes and re- 
patoes, vou pꝛeake her ponds? Ile teare as good pondes, 
Ow. Ouie Gwenthyan, Cods plude is fiue thouſand 
duckets, hold hold hold, a pogs on her pzide, what has 

her done? 

Gw. Soe loog is now paide fo2 her repatocs, ile haue 
her willes deſires. ile teadge her pꝛidle her Lady: Catho 
crogge, Ne vetho, en rhlonigh gna wathee Gnathlatec. Exit 

owen. A breath va wer ot no Tee: pꝛidle her, fir owen 
is pꝛidled J warrant: widdows{ were petter Gods plude 
marry whoo:e) were petter be hang'd and quarter, then 
marry widowes as God vdge me: Sir owen fall on her 
knces,+ pꝛay God to tag her to her mertp, oꝛ elſe put pet 


ter minde in her Lady: awl paittiſh ä tag 
c 


doe not 


—— 7. 


03. Div h wtf theo when thu toi te 
Fur, Bo.the was fait a fleepe* * 


q. Giae me this bleſſed 
r 

And in that flumber how it ſweetlx ſmiles, 
And in that ennie how my heart leapes ſoz bt 


Marg, 7 
knoto Maro willnot flatterme, 


curiouft 
Marq. And yet me thinkes J am not haife ſo bzowne, 
Mari. Indeed your cheekes beare a mozelinely colour 
Marq. Funo,play thou thenurſe,handle it ſoftly. 
Fur, One were better get a doſſen then nurſe one. 
to Griſſill a leepe, 


dag. Teen becauſe didblapheme andcat 
e e an Ecchs)b;owne, 
Fur. . vou were nere fo 


1 3 Ahe tis faire, 3 know tis wondꝛsus fare, 
Deare pzettie infant let me with a kiſſe, 
Tanke that diſhonoꝛ off, which the foule b:cath 

Oka pzophane ſlaue, laide vpon thy checzes; 
Mad but J ſaid my boy's a Blackimnoo:e, 
He would haue damm d himſelfe aud ſo haue ſwoze, 


1 Enter Griffilland Mario with a childe. 


Griſ. eie; 

Pon cannot plaie the nurſe, your hozred epes 

Will fright my little ones and make them crie, 

Pour tongue a too ruſſe to chime a lullabie:: 

Tas not the pleaſure af my Loꝛd J know, 

To loade me with ſuch ang. 4 
Mari. No, J vnloade von. Scoffingly. 

FO 1 Giue her herchilde Mario and pet ſtate, 

thou them both,Crdb ll ſozbeare, 

— them they ate not thine. 
Gri. Jknow my gratious Loꝛd they are not mine, 

I an but their pooze nurſe J muſt confefle, 

Alas let not a nurſe be pittileſſe- 

To lee the colde ayꝛe make them looke thus cake, 

Pakes me ſhed teares bet auſe they cannot ſpeange. 

Marq. It they contd ſpeake , what thinke you they 

| would ſay: 

Gri. That I in all things will pout witobay. | 


dlarq. Obap it then in filence: ſhall not J.. 
7 Beſtowe 


| 
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vfpatient Griaſdl. 


Welkowe what is myne owne, an likes me beſf- 
me 


Deliuer me theſe bꝛats: come pꝛeiſt 
Miith weightis infamie: heere is aloade 
— 2 
An armefull of diſhonour is: heeres two, 
Griſſill foz this ile thanke none eis but you, 
Thich way lo ere J turne J meete a face, 
Chat makes my cheekes bluſh at mine owne diſgrace. 
Chis way oꝛ this wap, neuer ſhall mine eye 
Looke thus, 02 thus: but (oh me) pꝛeſentlie, 
(Take them fo: Gods ſake Furio)pꝛeſentlie 
I ſhall ſpend childiſh teares: true teares ind&d, 
Chat thus J w2ong my babes and make her blerde, 
Gri. J goe my Lo2de. 
Farewell ſweet ſweet deare babes, ſo pou were free, 
Would all the wo2zlds cares might be thzowne on me. 
Mar, Ha, ha, why this is pleaſing harmonie. (them? 
Fu. My Loꝛd they le wzawle, what ſhall J doe with 
Marq. Tell her thou muſt pꝛouide a nurſe fo; them 


Tomes Hon Mario 
Mari. N —— 


Marq 2 tuſh, it cannot be hnt ſheele refurne, 
Aknow her boſome beares no marble heart, 
A knowe,g tender Pother cannot part, 
With ſuch a patient ſoule, from ſuch ſweet ſonles, 
She ſtands and watches ſure,and ſure the weepes, 
To ſee my ſeeming flinfkie bzeaff, Mario 
Mithdꝛaw with me: Furio ſtay thou heere ſfill, - 
If ſhe returne, ſeeme childiſh, and denie 
To let her kiſſe oꝛ touch them. Exeunt 
fur. Faith net J: I haue not ſuch a heart, and ſhes 
aſke to touch them, Jle deny it becauſe ile obey my Loꝛd, 
pet ſhe ſhall kiſſe and touch them to, decauſe Ile pleaſe 
my Ladie: alas, alas, pꝛettie fooles J loue you well but 
I would pou had a better _ 


Enter 


Thepleafant Commody 
nter Griſſill ſtealingl 7). be 

Grif. A better Nurſe: ſcek'ft thou a better ur 
A better Nurſe then whome? - 

Fu. Then vou, awap. 

Briſ. J am their Pother J inuſt not away, 

Locke, lone, good Furio looke they ſmile on mer, 

A know pooꝛe hearts they learr to (mile on thee, 
Ipzithe let me haue them. 

Fu. Touch them not. 

Gri. J pꝛie thee let me touch them. 

Fu. .No 2 Hands off. 

Gti. J pꝛie thee gentle Furio let me kiſſe tem. 

Fu, ot one kiſte fo2 a Kings crowne: (them? 

Griſ. Puſt J not kiſſemy babes: mi ſt I not touch 
Alas what ſin ſo vile hath Griſſil done 
That thus ſhe ſhould be ver'd? not kiſſe my infants? 
ho taught thee to be cruell gentle churle, 
What muſt thou doe with them? 

Fu. Get them a nurſe. (dwell 
Grif, A Nurſe alacke, what Nurſe? where muſt thee 
Fu. A muſt not tell vou: till JF know my ſelfe, 

Gti. Foz Gods ſake who muſt Nurſe them doe but 

name her, 
And J will ſweare thoſe firie eyes doe ſmile, 
And J will ſweare that which none els will ſweare, 
Chat thy grim bꝛowes, doe mercies liuerie weare, 
Enter Marqueſſe, ſtanding aſide. 

Griſ. Oh God, oh God, might Oriſſill haue her choice 
My babes ſhould not be ſcard with thy diuils voice. 
Thou get a Nurſe foꝛ them? they can abide, 7 
To taſte no milke but mine, come come Ile chide, 
In faith you cruell man, Ile chide inderde, 

If J growe angrie. 

Fu. Do do J care not. 

Marq. To chide 4 curſe thy Los thou haſh moꝛe ned 


ofpatientGrisl, 
Griſ. at n nat fellmne who halle hel Nate 


Fu, No. 
. 7 Uilt thou not let me kille theme · 

Fu No Jſay. . 
or. Ie le my tres le mp how ies, 


A , 4 
And blame ther that this tones ſolauithly, 
Veres milke foꝛ both my babes two beſts foz tino. 
Marq. Pooze babes J weep to ſ w 

Griſ, I pꝛay thee let them ſuck J am moſt 
To play their Nurſe: — — — | 
TUhich ftreames frõ hence, if thou doſt beare them hece, 
My angrie bꝛeaſts will ſ well, and as mine eyes | 
Lets fall ſalt dꝛops, with theſe white Necer teares, 
Ther will be mixt: this ſweet will then be beine, 
Tyeyle crie Ile chide and ſay the ſinne is thine. | 

Fu. Mine armes ane mightily, 
And my heart akes. 

Marg. And ſo doth mine: ſweet ſounds this diſcozd 

Fu, Heere Padame fake one, J am weary of bath, 
touch it and kiſſe it to, its aſweet childe, J would J were 
ridofmy unlſerie,fv2 A hall dzownomy heart, 2 
teares that fall in ward. | 

Gril, Dh this is gentlie done this is my boy, 
My firlt bo2ne care:thy feete that neuere ſeit ground, 
Baue traueld longeſt in this land of woe, 
This woꝛlos wildernes, and haſt moſtneede, . 
Ok my molt comfozt: oh J thanke thee Furio ,. 
JF know J ſhould tranſfozmethee with my teures 
And melt thy adantantiue heart like ware, 
Nhat wꝛong ſhall theſc haue to be tane from mie, 
Pp ilely intreate their Nurſe to touch them miner, 
VET A ls! Xl 


doe. 
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The pleaſant Commody 


Woes but to trie pode Griſſils conſtancie, 


Yees full of mercie iuſtice, full of loue. 
Marq. My cheekes doe glow with ſhame to heere her 


ſpeake, 
Byontd 3 not weepe fo2 ioy my heart would bzeake, 


And yet alittle moze Ile ſtretch my trpall. 
Enter Mario and Lepido. 


Mario, Lepido? 

Both My gracious Lo2d? | 
Marq. You ſhall be witneſſcofthis open w2ong, 
J gane ſtrait charge, ſhe ſhould not touch theſc bꝛats, 
Pet has ſhe tempted with laſciuious tearcs, 

The heart of Furio, ſee ſhe dandles them, 

Take that childe from her: ſtay, ſtap, ile commend, 
* 8 Ile rep2epend. 


. Dare you thus contradict our ſtrait commaund 
But heeres a truſtie groome, out hipocrite, 
I ſhall doe Juſtite wong to let thee bꝛeatp, 
Fo; diſobaying me. 


Grif. My gracious Lo2d, 
Marq. Tempt me not @y2en, ſince vou areſoloning, 


vou take both pour childꝛen, get pou gon, 
e her of theſe rich abiliments, 
Cake downeher hat, her pitcher and her gowne, 
And as ſhe came to me in beggerte, 
So d ine her to her fathers. 
Mari. My deareLo2de, 
Marq, Uer me not good Mario if pou wor me, 
( Dꝛ if you ſhed one teare) to pittie her, 
Oꝛ if by any dꝛift you ſuctour her, 
Pou looſe my fauour euerlaſtinglp, 
Both. We muſtobey ſince there s no remedye, 
Marq. Pon mutt be villaines theres no remedie, 
Mario, Lepido, you two ſhallhelpe, 
Tobeare her c<ildzen home. 


Gf, Jy 


ofpatient Grisfill, 
Gri, Jtthall not niæde I can beare moze. 


M"ough from the Court we liue in baniſhment, 
Lheſe rich attyꝛes are foz your mother fit, 
But not pour nurſe,therefoze Ile off with it. 
Marq Away with her J ſay. 
Griſ. Away ,away? 
Nothing but that colde comfoꝛt wee ll obay, 
Heauen (mile vpon my Lo2d with gratious eye, 
" * Dꝛiue her hence Lepido, 
p. Good Madame hence. 
A Thus tyʒanny opp2elleth i innocence, 
Thy lookes ſeeme heauy, but thy heart is light, 
Jo? villaines laugh when wꝛong opp2eſſeth right. Run 
Mult we then be dꝛiuen hence: Dh ſee my Lo2d, to hun 
Sweet pꝛettie fooles they both ſmil d at that woꝛd. 
They ſmile as who ſhould ſay indeede indeede, 
Pour tongue crpes hence, but pour heart's not agree d, 
Can you thus part from them: in truth J know, 
our true loue cannot let theſe infants goe. 
Marq. Shec'll tryumph ouer me doe what J tan. 
Turnes from her, 
Mari. Good Madame hence. 
Gri. Oh ſend one gratious ſmile 
Befoꝛe we leaue this place: turne not away,. 
Doe but looke backe, let vs but once moꝛe ſee 
Thoſe eyes, whoſe beames ſhall bꝛeath new ſoules in 
It is enough now weele depart in ioy. (thzcs- 
Nay be not pou ſo cruell,ſhould you two 


— thus dꝛiuen hence, truſt me Ide pitty-pou. 


. Diſrobe her pꝛeſentip. 

Both. It ſhall be done. 

Griſſi. To wozke ſome good deede thus vou would 
not runne. Exeunt. 


Marq, Oh Griſſil in large Carraters of golde, 
2a G 3 _ 


Gri. Come,comeſweet lambes wee'll langh and line 


| 
| 


The pleaſant Commody 

Thy vertnons ſacred fame ſhall be enroulde, 
Cell me thy iudgement Furio of my wife: 
Fur. IthinkemyLo2dthece's atrue woman , foz thee 
loues her childzen, a rare wife,fo2 ſhee loues you, ( J be- 
cab mates — on tne na 
moꝛe then a woman, becauſe ſhee conqueres all wongs 


by patience. 

Mar. Vet once nme will J ryeher,preſently | 
Ile haue thee goe to olde lanicolacs, 
And take her childꝛen from her, bꝛeed ſome doubt, 
(By ſpeeches) in her, that her eyes ſhall neuer 
Beholde them moꝛe: beare them to Pauia, 
Commend vs to our b2other,ſay from vs, 
That we deſire him with all kinde reſpect, 
To nurſe the infants, and withall conccale, 


(When thou comlt to her) rough and furious. 
Fur. Mell. A will: It s far from Saluce to Pauia, ths 


childꝛen will cry, 4 haue ns teates you know,twere good 


. Tha 
Marg. Pꝛouide them nurſes. WS | 
— That's better, 1 will and 4 cm. Exit Furio. 
mn Away,though J dare truſt thy ſecrecy, | 
Yet will A follow thee in ſome diſguiſe, 
And fry thy faith, and Griſſils conftancy: 
If thou abide vnblemiſht, then J ſwcare, 
A haue ſound two wonders that are ſildome riſe, 
Atruſty ſeruant, and a patient wife. Exie, 


-* EnterIanicola and Laureo,wich burdengof Oſiert. 
Lau. Father how fare pou? X 
Jan, Uery well my ſonne, | LE 4 


his 


I ates, 
Lau, Cullymnot melts tame. 
Creceeves the moſt inhumaine. 
lan. Peace my ſonne, 
I thought by learning thou hadit been made wile, 
But Jpercetue it putfeth vp thy ſoule, 
Thou takt a pleaſure to be counted tuſt, 
And kicke againſt the faults ol mighty men: 
Oh tis in vaine, the earth may euen as well 
Challenge the potter to be partiall, | 
Foꝛ ſoꝛming it to ſund2y offices; 
Alas the errour of ambitious fooles, 
Pow fe all he thoghts.ow hint hol weak 
{Thoſe that doe ſtriue to iuſtle with the great, 
Are certaine to be b2u3'd,o2 ſoone to b2eake. 
Come, come mell with our Oſters heere let 8 reff, 
This is olde homely home, x that's ſtill beſt. 


Enter Babulo with a bundle of Offers in one arme and a 
childe in another,Griffill after him with another childe, - 
Bab. Yuſh uſh,huſh, buſh, and J daunce mine olun 
childe and J dance mine owne childe,ec: ha ha, whoop 
olde Maſter.ſo ho ho,looke heere,and J dance mine own 
childe, 4c: heerc's ſixteene pente a weeke, and —— 
pence a weeke eight groates, ſope and candle, A met 
in Oũier groue, crying huſh, huth, huch, huch: J thought 
it had been ſome begger woman, becauſe of her pitcher, ua 
pou know they beare ſuch houſhold ſtuff? , fo put dzinke 
and pozrage together,and J dance mine, xc. 
Lau Oh father now fozſweare all patience, 
Griſſill comes home to you in pooꝛe array, 
oriſſill is made a d2udge,a caſt-away. | 
Jan. Gtiſſill is welcome home to ponerty, 


HPownoiw my childe are theſe thy pꝛetty babes? 
Ba. And J dance myneowne : art thoa theres 


Tan, Why art thou thus come home , who ſent thee 


Gri, It is the pleaſurcof my p2incely Lo2d, 
Who taking ſome offence,to me bnknowne, 
Path baniſht me frotn care to quietnes. 

Ba. A fig fo2 care,vide Paſtcr,but nowolde graund⸗ 
tre, take this little Pope Innocent, wee ll giue oner baſ- 
ket making and turne nurſes, ſher has vnckled Laureo: 
Its no matter, vou ſhall goe make a fire, Grandfire pou 
ſhall dandle them, Griſſill hall goe make Pap, and Jle 
licke the ſkillet but firſt Jle fetch actadle , its a ſigne tis 
not a deare peare, when they come bp two at once, hecr's 
— pad he Jacke dawe,art thou there ? ſing Orand- 


- . Exit. 
Ian. What ſaid the Marqueſſe when he 


| rhebeniſht this? 
Gri, Ve ganeme gentle language, kiſt my checke, 
Fo2 Gods ſake therſoꝛe ſpeake not ill of him, 
Leares trickling from his eyes. and ſozrowes hand 
Stopping his mouth, thun did he bid adue, 
Chil many a deep fetcht ſigh from his bꝛeſt flew. 
Thereſoꝛe foz Gods ſake ſpeake not ill of him. 
Good Lom how many a kiſſe he gaue my babes, 
And with wet eyes bad me be patient, 
And by me truth (if J haue any truth) 
I tame from Court moꝛe quiet and content, 
By many a thouſand part then when J went: 
CThereſdꝛe foꝛ Gods lone ſpeake not ill of him. 
Lau. O vile deiecion of too baſe a ſoule, 
Vaſt thou beheld the Paradice of Court. 
Fed of rich ſeuetall meates, bath'd in ſweet ffreames; 
Slept on the bed of pleaſure, ſate inthꝛoned 
UWHilff troopes of Saintlike hane adoꝛed thee: 
And being now thzowne downe by violence, 


Dot 


j — 
Polk chou not enny thole that dine thee thence? 

ori, Far be itfrommy heart from enming my L 
In thought, much lefle eyther in deed oz wozd. 
Lau. ——— 
From the Sunnes artſing to his weſterne fall, 
The Marqueſſe and his flattering minions. 
cri, By day and night, kinde heanen pzofect them all, 

hat wꝛong haue they done me: what hate to you? 
Vaue I not fed vpon the Pꝛinces coſte 
Been cloath'd in rich attyꝛes, liu d on his charge? 
Locke hecre my ruſlet gowne is pet vnwoꝛne. 
And many a winter moe may ſerue my turne, 
Vo the pꝛe eruing it ſo many monthes: 
My Pitcher is vnhurt, ſee it is fill d 
With chꝛiſtall water ol the — 
It vou remember on my 
> lent me with this pitcher to the tzel 


RE _ home, becauſe J met 
arqueſſe and his company. 
—— this cup full of teares, 


You'll ſay the comfo2t's colde,well be it ſo, 
Pet euery little comſoꝛt helpes in woe. 
lan. True modle ot true vertue, welcome childe, 
Thou and theſe tender babes to me are welcome. 
TUce'll wo:ke to finde them ſoode, come kiſſe them ſoone, 
And ict's foꝛget theſe wꝛongs as neuer done. 


Enter Babulo u ith a cradle. 
Ba. Come, where be theſe infidels ? berre's the cradle 
of ſecurity, and my pillow of1dlenes foz them, and their 


Gramndfires cleake not ofhypocriſie)but honeſty to couer 


them. 
lan. Lay them both ſoftly do wne, Griſſill ſit downe, * 


[ aureo fetch pou my lute,rocke thou the cradle. 
Couer the pooꝛe fooles arme, ile charme their eyes, 
Da take a ſleepe by ſweet "ct 


The 
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| The pleaſer Commody 


Cot 0umberskiſſe nmr #þ 
Smites awake you when you riſe 2 


antons doc not 
Nr od 
Rocke them rocke them lullabie, 


Care is heauy thereforeſleepe you, 
You are care and care mult keep you? 
23 ety wantons doe not cry, 

; will ſing a lullabie, 
Rocke them rocke then lullabie. 


Enter Furio and Marqueſſe aloofe diſguiſed 
with bas kets. 

Fur. Leaue ſinging. 

Ba, We may chooſe, Grandũire ſol fa once mo2e,we'lf 
alla mire him, and he we waile in woe, and who can hin⸗ 


der vs: 
Fur, Sirra Scholler read there, it's a commiſſion foꝛ 


mee to take away theſe childꝛen. 
Ba. Nay then y are welcome theres foure groates, 
and heece's foure moꝛe. 
Gri, To take away my childzen gentle Furio, 
Why mult my babes beare this vngentle dome? 
Fur. Ge looke. 
Lav. D miſe:y,D moſt accurſed time, 
When to be foes to guilt is helde a crime, 
Siſter this fiend muſk beare your infants hence- 
Ja, Gad Griſſil beare al wꝛongs W patience, Weepes 
Gr, Good father let true patience cure all woe, 
Pou bid me be content, oh be you ſo. 
Lu. Father why doe you weepe? 
Ian. What can J doe, 5 : 
Though her he punith, he might pitty you. 
zau Let's fret and curſe the Marqueſſe crnelly, 


Ba, E 


- —— — — — ———ͤĩ — — — ad Wa 
- — —— — — —— 


of pa atient Grisſil. 


ae erbat vv 
ori. Muſt A then be -n 

I muſt and am content, inte tis his pleaſure, 

enen act 


Fu. No. 
f. Art thou commaunded to conceale the platte 
ur, I. 

Gti. Then will not J inquire, thou doſt but ielt 
I know thou muſt not rob me tis to try 
If J loue them: no, no, heere J read, 
That which ſtrikes blinde mine eyes, makes my 
Farewell, farewell, deate ſoules, adue adue, 
V our father ſendes and J mult part from vou, 
I muſt oh God J muſt, muſt is fo2 Kings, 
And loe obedience foꝛ loe vnderlings. 
rau. He ſhall not hale them thus, keep them perfozce, 
This ſlaue lookes on them with a murdzing exe. 

Ba. o, he ſhal not haue them, knocke out his bzaines, 
and ſaue the little hop a my thombes. 

Fa. Doe if you dare, 

Marq. Yow now my hearts, what's the matter 

Fu. What car ſt thou. 

1 au. This is pooze oriſſil, wife vnto our Duke, 
And thefc her thildꝛen, lhus he ſendes her home, 
And thus he ſends a ſerpent to deuour, . 
Their pꝛetious liues he bꝛings commiſſion, 
To hale them hence, but whyther none can tell. 

Griſf. Fozbeare,io2bcare. 

Marq. Take them from * 

Are theſe his childꝛen: 
Ba. Do ſhe ſaies. pry 
Marq. Two ſweet Duckes, and is this his wiſe? 
Ba. Pes, he has lyne with her. (59 
Mar, A pꝛetty ſonle,firrathou wilt be hang d fo; this. 
Fu, Yang thy (elfe. 

Y 2 Marq. Beate 


The pleaſant Commody 
Mar. Beate ben dut firkt take theſetwolrom his 
Jama baſket maker,and I ſweare (armes: 
Ale dye beſo:c he brate away tte babes, 

Ba. Dhrare,cry pzentule 2centiſes and clubs, the toꝛpoꝛation 
cannot be( (lrra ſet downe thy baſxets and to't 
pell mell. 

Fu. Would I were rid of my cMics? 

Gri. — will vou. doe, dꝛiue this rache fellowe 


Marqueſſe is a ty2ant and does woꝛng. 
xg Eh mo — not _—— the woꝛld that hee ſhould hcare 


Mar, I 4 ſoꝛ ten woꝛlus but heare my Grifhl. 
Gti. A tpꝛant, no he's mercy euen her ſelfe, 
Juſtice in triumph rides in his two eyes, 
Take herde how thou pꝛophaneſt high deityes: 
Goe Furio, get thee gone: good father helpe me 
. Zoguardmy deareLo2ds ſeruant from this place, 
A know her ll doe my pꝛetty babes no harme, 
—— lechrwgeatie: oh get thee gone, 
Pitty ſits on thy cheekes,but God can tell, 
Py heart ſaies my tongue lyes, farewell farc well. 
- Marq, Stay ſixra take thy purſe. 
Fur, I let none fall. 
Ba, Halfe part. : 
Ia, A purſe i golde Furio is falne from thee, 
Fu. Its none of mine, ſtrra baſket-maker,ifmy armes 
were not full, thou ſhould haue thy handes full: farcwel 
Griſſill, if thou neuer ſee thy childꝛen moꝛe, curſe mee, it 
thou doſt ſee them againe,thanke God, adue. Exit. 
Ba, Farewell and be hang d. 
Gri. J will thanke God foz atl,why ſhould J gricue, 
To looſe my childꝛen? no no, Jought rather 
21 — betauſe they are boꝛne to their Father. 
s nothing in —.— golde. 


a. Daughter, heere 
. do much the better, Pater wel „ 


- ofpatientGrisſill, - | 


it _ Auer. 
a» This purſe that fellow did let fall, xun run, 
Fs it him againe,run Babulo, 
Away with it, tis laide to doe vs w2ong, 
Lau, Try all their golden baites,ſtay nener tun, 
They tan doe no moze wꝛong then they haue done. 
Ia. What ayles my Griflill;comfozt my childe. 
Ba, Ile fetch Roſa ſolis. (tung 
Marq. P0022 ſoule her griefe burnes inward, yet het 
Is loath to giue it freedome: doe w2ong, 
Oh Griſſill J doe w2ong theeand, lament, 
That foꝛ my ſake thou feel it this languiſhment, 
I cane to try a ſeruant anda wife, 
Both haue J pꝛooned true, that purſe of golde 3 bzought, 
And let if fall ofpurpoſe to telieue her, | 
Well may J giue her golde that ſo much grieue her, 
As J came in by ſtealth, ſo Ale away, | 
oy has a tongue, but knowes not what toſay, Exic, 
'Gai, Do father J am well, J am well indeed, 
ſhould doc wondꝛous ill, ſhould J repine, 
At my babes loſſe fo2 they are none of mine. 
Ia. I am glad thou tak ſt this wound ſo patiently. - 
Ba. Vhoope whether is my bꝛother baſket-maker 
gone : ha let me ſee, A ſmell a rat, ſneakt hence and neuer 
take leaue, cytherhee's a craftie knaue , oz elſe hee dogs 
Futio to byte him, fo2 when a quarrellenters into a trade 
it ſerues ſeauen peares befoꝛe it befrce, 
la. Let him be whome he will, he ſeem d our friend, 
Griſſill lay bp this golde tis Furioes ſure, 
©: it may be thy Lo2d did giue it him, 
To let it fall fo2 thee, but keep it ſafe, 
At he diſdaine to loue thee as a wife, 
Vis golde ſhall not buy foode to nouriſh thee, 
Griſſill tome in, time ſwiftiy runs away, 


The greateſt ſoʒraw hath an ending day, Exeunt. 


D 3 Enter 


5 The plealant Commody 
Emer Gwenbyan and Rice She weer hel 


Gwen, Es. = no BB IB pet 
pꝛeades, and wines, and ale, and peaxt, and ſalt foz her 


gueſſe. 

Ri. Yes ſoꝛſoth my Lady but what ſhal J do with all 
vonder beggers? 

owe. Send out the peggers into her Lady, goe. 

u. How: the beggers in, wee ſhall haue a louzie feaſt 
Padame. Fut Rees. 

Gwen, Pou raſcals pꝛate no moꝛe, but fetch them in: 
ſhall pꝛidle Sir Owen a good trale well enough, is war⸗ 
rant her . ir Owen is gone to bid her cozen Marqueſſe 
and a mciny to dyne at her houſe, but Gwenehyan ſhall 
2 her dinner J warrant her, ſo: peggecs ſhall haue all 

er meate. 


Enter Rees with a company of beggets: a Table is 
ſet wich meate. 
Ri. Come my hearts, troope, trope, euerp man follow 


his leader,heere's my Lady. 
All. God bleſſe your Ladiſhip, Ood bleſſe your L adi- 


chip. | 

owen, J thang you my good peggers , Rees pzing 
ffoo!es,ftd awl downe,Rees pꝛing moꝛe meate. 

Ri. Meere Þadame, Jle ſet it on, tak t off who will. 

Beg. Let vs alone foz that, my Lady ſhall we ſcram- 
ble oꝛ eate manneriy? 

wen. Peggers J hobe haue no manners, but firſt 
heare me pꝛay pert row, and then fall to out acne. 

Beg. Peace heare my Lady, Jacke · numble- cruſt 
Trale no penny loanes. 

Gwen, Peggers,awl you know Sir Owen: 

All. Paſſing well, paſſing well, Godblefle hes woz- 


, x Beg. Pavame, 


, et. Oaks aac Le 6 . 
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| a knitter of caps foz it. 
LadyisangerSirOwen 


PRs 2 RCTS GL CL ta ik 


of patient Grigfil. 
[ Rag Padanie, e know hin as wgllg63 kux 


knowes 
Gwe, arp OI CL Marqueſſe: 
Sic Owen is gone to fedge hun, but Dir owen has anger 


her Ladie. 
x Beg. Moꝛe ſhame foz him her not a Knight , but 


Gwe, Sir Owen has angerherLady,and therfozc her 


r. beg. Make him a cuckolde Pavdame, and vpon 
that Jdzinke to you: helter ſiclter here roagues,top and 
top gallant, pell mell, huftie tuftie, hem, God ſaueth? 
oe png ry mi ne 

Guen, Rees fedge wine and peares enough, and fall 
to pegger, and eate awl her ſhere,and tonuncere, lee you 
now,p2ay doe. 

A drunken fcalt, they quarrel and grow drunke,and FER 
vp che meate, the dealing of Cannes like a ſet at Mawe. 
Exit Rees. 

Gwe. Nay J p2ay peggers be quiet, tag your meates, 
you haue trinkes enough J ſce, and get you home nowe 
good peggers. 

t Beg. Come vou coagues.lets goe tag and rag, cut 
and long taile, Jam victualed foz a month, God bo y 
Madame, pꝛay GodSir owen and you may fall out eue 
ry day: Js there any harme in this now? hey tri · lill, giue 
the dog a loale, fill the tother pot you whooze & God ſaut 
the Duke. Exeunt, 

owe. A thang you good peggers, ha ha, this is fine 

— God is haue peggers eate her fittales all day 

ng. 


Enter Sir Owen and Rees, 
Ow, NAhere is the ſheere Recs: Cods plude where? 
Ri, r n 


haue it. 
" Omen, Mad a pog is doe with peggers e wad is pegs 
- 


_— 


- Gwen, eee and 
pꝛrades, and wines, and ale, and peare, and ſalt foz her 


his leader,heere's 


The plealant Commody 
HIER Rice,ſhe meancly;he like 


gueſſe. 

Ri. Ves fozſwth my Lady but what ſhal J do with all 
vonder beggers? 
owe. Send out the peggers into her Lady, goe. 
Ni.. r err fraſt 
Madame. At Rees. 
Gwen, Poe raſtals prate 0 1997e,but ftchthemrin 
ſhall pꝛidle Sir Owen a good trale well enough, is war- 
rant her. ir Owen is gone to bid her cozen Marqueſſe 
anda mciny to dyne at her houſe, but Gwenthyan ſhall 
2 — i: ag haue all 


Enter Rees with a company of * „ Tables is 
ſet with meate. 
Ri. Come my 8 ,euery man follow 


All, Gos blefſe your Lavithip,God lefſe your L adi- 


Gwen, J thang you my good peggers , Rees pzing 
ffoo!les,ſtd awl downe,Rees pꝛing moꝛe meate. 
Ri. Meere Padame, Jleſet it on, tak t off who will. 


Beg. Let vs alone fo2 that, my Lady ſhall we ſcram- 


dle oꝛ tate mannerly⸗ 


Gwen. Peggers J hobe haue no manners, but firſt 
heare me pꝛay pou row, and then fall to out acne. 
Beg. Peace heare my Lady, Jacke - mumble- cruſt 
ſceale no penny loanes. 

Gwen, Peggers,awl you know Sir Owene 
_ Paſſing well, paſting well God bleſſe his woz- 


3 Beg. Padame, 
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Cxisſil. 
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knowes bisdih 


Gwe, Mul theſe fittels is made fo; Copen Marqueſſe: 


Sic Owen 19 gone to fege hun but Sir wen ha anger 


Ladie. 
5 Beg. Po2e ſhame foz him her nut a Knight , but 
a knitter of caps foz it. 


Sue, — therfaye her. 


a 
n Beg, Pake him a cuckolde Pavdame, and vpon 
that I dzinketo you: heiter ſiclter here roagues,top and 
top gallant, pell mell, huftie tuftie, hem, God ſaueth? 
Puke.nd esd dangan 

Gen. Rees fedge wine and peares enough, and fall 
fo pegger · and eate awl her ſhere,and tomingerc, ſce you 


now, p2ay doe. 
A drunken fcalt, they quarrel and grow drunke,atid pocket 


vpehe meate,the dealing of Cannes like a ſet at Nawe. 

Exit Rees. 

Gwe. Nay J p2ay peggers be quiet, tag your meates, 
vou haue trinkes enough J ſee, and get you home nowe 


good peggers. 

t Beg, Come youroagnes.lets goe tag and rag, cut 
and long taile, J am victualed foz a month, God bo y 
Madame, pꝛay God Dir owen and you may fall out eue 
ry day: Js there any harme in this now? hey tri · lill, giue 
the dog a loale, fill the tother pot you whooze & God ſaut 
the Duke. Exeunt. 

we. J thang you good peggers, ha ha, this is fine 
— by God is haue pzggers rate her fittales all day 

g. 


Enter Sir Owen and Rees, 


Ow, NAhere is the ſheere Rees: Cods plude where? 


Ri. A beſeech you ſir be patient, J tell you the beggers 


FG Wad a pog is doe with peggers ewad is pegs 


— 
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— 


Sir Owen they were my Ladies gneffe. 
t you hungry raſcalles , where's her Ladie 


I 
 Gwenthyanz Cods plude peggers cate her ſheere and to⸗ 


zen Marqueſſe come. 

Ri. A know not where my Lady is, but there's a begs 
ger woman, aſke her, foz my Lady dealt her almes a⸗ 
mongalt them her ſelfe. 

Ow. A pogs on you pegger whoze, where's ther pzcad 
and ſhcere? Cod vdge me Ile pegger you ſoꝛ fittels. 

Gwe. Yawld,hawld,haw'd, what is mad now: here 
is her Lady: is her Lady pegger vou raſcals? 

Ri. o ſweet Padame, vou are my Lady, a man is a 


man though he haue but a hoſe on his head, and pou are 


my Lady though vou want a hood 

Ow, How now?how now?: ha ha. het Ladie in fawny 
coate,and tags and rags ſo: where is her mrate Cwenthi· 
an?, where is her ſheere! her cozen N larqueſſe is heere and 
great of Shentleſolnes and Laties and Law2des 
pie and p 
qwe. What care her foz Latics 02 cozen too,fittels is 
awl gone. 

Ov. Owe, gone: is her Ladie mad? 

Gwen, Nd, out Lo2d is mad, pou teare her ruffes and 
- repatocs,and pꝛidle her, is her pꝛidled now? is her repa- 
toed now? is her teare in peeces now? Ile tedge her pꝛi⸗ 
dle her Lady againe, hercozen Marqueſſ ſhall cateno 
p2ead and meate heere, and her Ladie cwenthians will 
goe in tags and rags,and like pegger fo vexe and chafe ſir 


Owen, ſee vou now? 


Owen, Apogsſeeher, Cods plade\what is doe now 


Ri. Speake her faire Paſter fo2 ſee lookes wildely. 
Owen. Is looke wildely ind&ede,cwenthan pꝛay gde 


in, and put pꝛauerie vpon her packe and pelly, * 


- 
* 


mad 


Cod: apogs on het, put on her fine coates is pelt, put on, 


|  ofparient Gris. 


wt — meta pm 


— Madame. 

i. 

c. Cartho crogge, Cartho crogge,owenthian ſtones 
ae hr Lavy ge opetir Sic Oneahanghe 


8. O mon lago, her Paitiſh plude is not indure it by 


goe to, put on. 
Ri. Put off Dir Owen and ſher ll put on. 
Gwe, A pogs on her, is put on none, but goe like peg- 
Fer. 
Ow, Rees goe mag moze fire , and let her hanemoze 
ere, 
—_ Recs mag her and le ealde her like pus fo 
von nov: 
Ri I chal be peppered how ere the market goes. 
ee Pag great teale of fires,o2 Sir Owen ſhall knog 
ur cares. ä 
cwen. Maze litle teale of fire, 03 c wenthian ſhall cnt 
off your eares: and pob vou, pob pou Rees, ſiæ you now? 
Ri. Holde good Madame, J ſee vou and ſtels you too, 
Parc able to ſet ſtones together by th'eares:A beſeech you 
be quiet both, Ale make a fire Sir Owen fo pleaſe vou. 
Ow, Doe Rees Ile pꝛidle het Ladies well enough. 
owen, Will you, pou rafcals? 
Ri, Nay but heare you ſweet Madame, Ile make a 
ſcoto pleaſeidic Owen, md honTburngs, Wan 


it to pleaſe pos. 
Enter Farnezie apace, 
Far. Ya aha, why how now wir Owen, your Cozen 
— ³ĩ%7 ſe 
no meate towards, (ward. 
Ow. 7sno meate toward, but herd aty is erte vnto- 
Far. What bagadge is this ſtands laughing thus e 
Ow, nn, 8 


Thepleaſant Commody Fey 


-thian, | | 
Fa. Bow my Lady owenthiandha ha 


Enter Marqueſſe, lulo, Onophria, V rcenze, Mario, 
Marg. You ſee ir Owen we ate ſoon: inuited, 


Whhers is your wife the Lady owenhian? 
owen, Js come pie and pie Cod rdge me Cwcnchian 


pꝛay put on your pꝛauerie and finc knags, and ſhame not 


Sir Owen, yes truely Cu enthian is come out pie and pie, 
Man gras worthe u hee cozen Vlargueſſe, Man gras woithe 
whcecozen lulia is welcome awl. 
2 4106; ia ha welcome,coine come Padame appeare in 
vour lckenes, oꝛ rather in the likenes of another, ny Loꝛd 
v are belt ſend backe to your owne Cookes, i you meane 
to ſet your teeth a wo2ke to dap. 
Marq. Why Farne / e what's the matter: 
Fa. Nay thexe 's no matter in it, the fire's quencꝭt the 
victuals gtuen to beggers, Sir Owe ls Hitchin lcokes like 
the firſt Chaos, oʒ like a Bꝛokers ſtall, full of odde endes: 
oꝛ like the end of ſome terrible battle, fo: vpen entry dꝛeſ⸗ 
ſer lyes legges and feathers, and heads of poc:e Capens 
and wilde foule that haue bin dꝛalune and quartred, and 
now mourne that their carkaſſes are carried away: his 
are not rewmaficke,fo2 there s no ſpitting, heere lye fiſh 
in a pittifull pickle , there ſtandes the coffi;is of pyes, 
wherein the dead bodies of birdes ſhould haue been buri⸗ 
ed, but their ghoſtes haue fe2ſaken their graces 4 walkt 
abꝛoad: the beſt ſpoꝛt is to ſec the ſculltans, ſome laugh⸗ 


their faces, the Cookes curſe her Lady, and ſome pꝛay foz 


our Loꝛd. 
Marq. Sir Owen Meredith is all this true? (true. 
Ow, True, et is true | warrant her pogs on her too 
Ono. You tolde his Grace you had tam d pour wife, 
Owen. c 


ing, ſome trying. r whillt they wipe their eies they blatke 
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A wat big fi. 


her ſelte, but is pꝛidled J warrant her, is not Sir O- 


ofpa tientGrisf1!. 
ned t —— cozen Marqueſſe pecanfe Grifill 
is mads fooleand turne away, ou endluan mag (pole oi fix 
owen: is good: ha, is good? 

Gwen. Tis lye cozen Margueſſe, is terrible lye: rav - 
fone en Ennoh T wewlc, tis —— lye,ſit Owen teare her 
and ruſfes, and p2idle her Latie, bid her hang 


wen: 


owe. Adalogg hee bethogh en Thlonigh, en Moyen 
due, wenthun. 

Gwe, Ne vetho en rhlonigh, ona watha 

Vre. chat ayes the fir Owen? 

Owe, I p2ay e pꝛay her foz Cods loue be quiet,ſplude 


gethla Tee. 


her ſay her will not be quiet,vo what Dirowen can: mon 


duc cwenthian, Me knocke the pen, en vmbleth, pobe des, 
and noſe. 


we. cwenogh olcha veſcagh hee, en herawgh,ee. 
Ju- tand betweene them Fameze, 
Far. r 
Swe. Taten bet eo 
pendee,adroh ornymee 
Ono, 8 
the pcace. 
— By Cod is thꝛeaten her indeed, her ſaies cher l 
ſcradge out Sir on ens eyes, and her frowne vpon her, a 
pogs on her nailes. 
Marg. Dh my dcare criſſll, how much different 
Art thou to this curſt ſpirit heere, I ſay ors 
y Grithls vertucs ſhine Dir Meredith. 
And Cozen Gwenthian come Ile haue you friends, 


This dinner ſhal! be ſau'd, and all ſhail ſay, -; 


Tis done, becauſe tis Gwenthians faſting day. . 
Gwe, cwenthian ſtaw nes to be facades 0 herLavie 
will be Paſter Sit oven. 
ow, By Cod ile fee her katie hang'd brit: Me- 
queile x cozeas awl,p:ap a + . thall 


= 


„ 2 = 


C 
8 Ve. Do does Vrcenz ec, 


3 pleaſe Commody | | 
und ſhall dine her in ſpite of 
nn rn IN 
owe. Will you? Js try that pie and pie: Stethe whee 
lawer,Cozen Matgueſſe Stethe whee lawer Shcatlemen, 
Nr 
; arq, | 
I'doukthis wite twlilppovacthehotierman, > [ck. 
Jul. Signior Mario youſay nothing, how like you this 
Mari. | well Padame that J rather w lap 
1, 0 . r with fo 
the hegger, then a Kinges part in if in Sir at 


_ Jul, Whythisitis to be married, thus you ſce thoſe 
that goe to wooe, goe to woe, oh ſoꝛ a Dꝛum to ſummon 
all ny louers, my ſuitets, my ſeruants together. 

_ Fa, 1 — 


zul. Signior Emulo J ſce will not bee ſeene without 


5 Far. No faith Padame, hes blowne vp, no calling can 
ferne him, hee has tane another manner of calling vpon 
him, and J hope repents the folly of his youth. 
ks Fo) argon conan ect 
Vrc. He had need fo2 his head is very pooze. 
Far. miſtris wee appeare without dꝛumming. 
what's your parley ( and pet not ſo) your eyes are the 
d;ums that ſummons vs. 
Vre, And pour beauty the colours we fight vnder. 
Ono, And the touch of your foft hand, armes vs at al 
tes with deuotion to ſerue pou , deſire to obey vou, 
and vowes to loue ou. 
lu. Nay then in faith make me all ſouldier, mine eies 
a dum, m beautie pour colours, and my hand your ar- 
Mmour ; what becomes of the reit: 7 


Dh 9s: 4 2 er * n ad wat 0 pe A as a 


| lone, Gwenthyanspeeutſhnes and Griſſils patience, 
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offpatient Cris. 


- — — — 


Fear. It betomes vs to reit, heſme we tum tu the teſt, 
pet fo2 a neede we could turne you info an armonrie: as 
of war fo2 your 
lips: can J put them to no vſe but kiſſing: oh yes, if von 


fo: example,your lips let me (ee)no point 


change them to ſhoote out vnkinde language to vs that 


ſtroy vs. | 
lul. That ile trie: my tongue hall giue fire tomy 
woꝛds pzeſently. © 
All. Dh bemo22 merciful faire Iulia. | 
Iul. Not J, would you haue mee pittie you and puns 
niſh my ſelfe? would you wiſh-me to loue? when loue is 
fo full ol hate: how vnlouely is louezhow bitter? how ful 
of bl:miſhes , my Lo2d and bꝛother inſults our Grifſill, 


makes vou glad, Sir Owenis maiſtred by his 
that makes you mad, pooe Griflil is martred by her Lozd 
that makes you merne,fo2 Jalwaies wiſhthat a womd 
may neuer meete better bargaines, when ſheele thzuſt 


you're nothing but woozmewood, and oake , and 
glaſſe: yon haue bitter tongues , hard hearts, and 
biittle faith. | | 
Ono. conn ch» till pou trye our 
| wy 
Iul. Sweet ſeruant ſpeake not in this language of 
me heere to defie that Ape Cupid, if you loue ſtand vpon 
his lawes, I charge you leaue it, A charge vou neither 
to ſigh fo2 loue noꝛ ſpeake of loue,no2 frowne ſoʒ hate: if 
pot ſigh ile mocke you, if you ſpeake ile ſtop mine eares, 
if you frowne ile bend my ſiſt. 
Far, Then voule turne warriour in derde. 
Tul, Had J not neede encountring with ſuch ene⸗ 
mies: but ſay will pou obay and fullowe mee oz 


dilobay, and Jle lie you, 
* „3 9. 3 


that makes me glad. Gwenthyan curbs Sir Owen, that 


and at your mercie , they are two culuerins to de⸗ 


her ſweet libertie into the hands of a man:fye vpon you, 


* 


— 
Jul, Better loſt then found if you beſo wauering. 
Enter Marqueſſe Lepido,Sir owen, Gwenthyan 
braue,and Funo, 
Marg. Furio hie thee fo olde [anicolscs, 
Co come to Court, to doe ſuch office, 
Ot duetie to our marriage, as ſhall lie % 
Dur fate to lay vpon them. | 
lul. Dh my Lo2d, 
Uer not pooze oriſſill moze, alas her heart, 
Marg. Cut tut, ue haue my will and tame her pꝛide, 
Nlemakeherbe aſeruanttomybpide, 
ulis Jle bzidle her. 
lul. Pou doe her w2ong. 
Marq, Siftcr co:rect that erronr,come Sir ewen, 
Js not this better mulicke then your bzawvics? 
ow. Ves as Cod vdg me is: how cozen Iulia. is out a crie 
friends now, owenthy an is laugh s be ferie patience now 
Sir Owen kiſſe her Ladie, a great teale now: ſee els? 
Far, A but Sir o en, the kiſſing het Lady is nomirth 
to vs, if wes kiſſe the poſte. 
owe. Obwe her cozen Marqueſſc has terriblexnghtie 
newes fo2 tell her,oz els is made rradie a great banquit i t 
home fo2 awl, pꝛay tome home, is awll ready foꝛ her, her 
Ladie ſay not boepeepe now: but firſt hcare her cozen 
Marq. lulia and Gontlemen theſe are the newes, 
B2ought on the wings ol halt and happiness, 
By truſtie Lepido our enveared bꝛother, 
Js hard at hand who in his cumpanie, 
P2ings my faire ſecond choice a wozthie bzide, 6 
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Enter Laureo readi 


2 cn my ney 52 me 


hiſtozie of the well Helicon, « thendzinke vp our beare | 


we cannot line vyon it. 
Lau. A Scholler doth dirdaine to ſpond his ſpirits, - 


enen 
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ttgßhe long neckt Cranes. 


„ Hide, 


a boyes gig, and pet thoy tug e fight with 


Dh pooze and w2etched people are the Pigrnies, 
the 
— 


Lav, Jama pi ie. 

Pa, Ape fyc, woꝛſe and wozſe. 

Lau. My olde father's one. 
A WS 
Lau. arqueſſe is the 8 

That makes vs leſſe then 


Enter lanicola with an Angling rod 
reele, and Furio, 

Ba. Yonder they come and a Crane with them. 

Fur. lanicola, leaue your fiſh=catching,and pou your 
reeling , you and you ſirra you muſt trudge to Court 

zeſentlp. 2 
; lan. Muſt we agame beharriedfrom contents 
To hue in a moꝛe grieuous baniſhment. 

Lau. Me thinkes my Loꝛd the Marqueſſe ſhould bee 
With mariage ofanother,and fozbeare, (tent d 
Vith trumpets to p:oclaime this iniurie, 
And to vere Griſſill with ſuch lawlelle ng. 

ori, Tis no veratton,fo2 what pleaſcth him, 
Is the contentment ofhis hand-maides heart, . . 

Fur, Will pou noe? | 
lan. Yes we will goe, 


Co flye from happines to 


„ Griffill wich a 


l : 
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finde out we. 
R Ba. Good 


Pigmies, wozſe then oꝛmes. 


— 


«* 
| uric no your 
Maſter, Clones are not fo2 the Court, lee ll keepe 
Court aur ſelues, fo: what doe Courtiets but wee dae 
the like : yon cate good cherte, and wee cate good 
b:ead and cheeſe : you dꝛinke wine. and we ſtrong bart: 
at night you are as hungry 0aues as yon were at none, 
why ſo ate wee: you goe to bed, you can but ſlecpe, why 
and {9 doe wee: in the moꝛning you riſe about cleuen 
ofthe ciocke,why there we arc your betters, ſoꝛ wee are 
going b:efoze ou: you weare filkes, aud wee ſheepe⸗ 
ſlinnes,innocence caries it away in the wozld to come, 
and thereſdꝛe vaniſh good Furio , tozment vs not good 


my ſweet mio. 


Fur. Aſſe Ile haue you ſnaſfed, 

Pa, It may be ſo, but then turio Ile kicks, 

Fu. TA ill you goc, oꝛ ſhall J foꝛce pou? 

Gri, You neede not, dꝛ Ale run to ſerue my Loꝛd, 
Oꝛ if X wanted legs, vpon my knees 
Ile creepe to Court ſo I may ſee hun pleaſ d, 
Then courage Father. 

Ian. Mell ſaid patience, 
Cyr vertues a:me mine age with confidence, 
Come ſon, bond · men muſt ſerue, ſhall we away: 

Lau. J, I, but this ſhall p;ooue a fata!l dap. 

Gri. Bꝛother, ſoꝛ my ſake doe not wꝛong ycur lelfe, 

Lau. Shall J in filcnce bury all our wꝛongs⸗ 

Gti. Pes when your inoꝛds cannot get teniedp, 
Learne of me Laureo I that ſhare moſt woe, 
Am the leaſt moou d, father leane on mine arme, 
B2other leade pou the way, whilſt wꝛetched J 
Apholde olde age, and caſt downe miſeric. 


Fu, Away. 


Ba, Old . pou h ie fiſht faire 4 tatcht a frog. Fxeunt 
Enter Marqueſſe, Pauia I. cpido, Onophrio, Vreenzi, 
Farnezi,and Mario. 
Mag. Loꝛds as you loue our State, affen dur loues, 
Ake 


WD ‚—̃ůãꝶg mE, I CNS 


#2. U > „ „ 


** 
** 44 F | - k 
——— „„ . wr oil ne 22g; oa 4 ö 


ofpatient Grisſdl. | 

xtra; 
200 dard,” 

To marry the halſe heyꝛe of hrandenburgh. - 

Py b:other Pa1: with no ſmall expente, 

Bath t the P2incefſe out of Germany, 

To with Pꝛince G walter her young | 

Now they arecome,learneof the riũng Sunne, 

Scatter the — — — 

As he diſperceth vapours beamen. 
rau. Bꝛother, there is no exe but bzightly ſhines, 

adnes doth lodge in your Nobles lookes, 

No? haue they any tauſe tocloude their bꝛowes. 
Eater Sir Owen,Gwenthian,and Rees with wandes _ 
Far Oh heere comes Sir Owen, and my Kad path 


ence, ioome there. | 2 | 
owen, Tardaugh Copen Marqueſſe qLaw2des ail. 
| | Mar, Welcome good cozen owenthian, wil you pleaſh == 
Ooe in, and lend your p: to my hide: 5 
N Gwe. Cozen, tis her fo to do, hut᷑ J ſwearg. ' _ 
and J were Griſhll. J would pull her eyes out, i the were 
as many Shermaines daughter es there becowes in Cam- 
bria and that is aboue twenty lcoze and a lidle moze,you 
j know Sir Owen? A : 
| Ow. Pes truely atone a dozen moꝛe is warranther. 
Marq. cx iſſill is patient Padame, be rou pleaſ d. 
Cwen. Mell. andthe bee lo baſelies minded tis well, 
but J know whad J Know. Sir Owen heere thinkes to 
make 5-verthians ſo patience, fizowen tis awlin vaines, 
well x go2 to her Bides. 222 
Ov. Eu pꝛade and pou taug aw enthians, hut made 
vou put on parrels fo2 awl your taug and pꝛade: Rees, 
where's Recs pꝛuing the wandes heere Rees, 
Ki- They are heere ſit, in the twinckling of an eye. 
owe. Cozen, when her weddings are done and at lea ⸗ 
ſurcs,J will learne rour e 
2 * 


Vou 


: — „ 
e eee 


— Commecy N 

| Marq, anon good Cozen 

2 nsr Ker walks in the balles among the 
till I call, heare you 


Inter Futio. 
Ri, Ves Dir. Ext. 
Marq. Furio are Gtiſſill and the other come? | 

Fur, Ves, they are come. ] | 
Marq. Arc they imploycd acco:ding to our charge? | 
Fu. They arc. fe 
Marq. Vow docs her bꝛother take if? 

Fu. Ill. 

Marq. Dow her Father: 

; F u. Well, | 
Marq. Yow herſelfc: 

Fu. Better. 

Marq. Furio, goe call out Griſſill from the Bꝛide. 

Fu, A will. Exit F urio. 

Farn, Jt's pitty that fellow was not made a Soldier, 
hee ſhould haue but a woꝛd and a blow at his hands. 

Enter lanicola and Babulo carry ing coales, Laureo with 
wood, Griſſill with wood, 

Ba. Maſter goe pou but vnder the Cole · ſtaffe, Babu- 
lo tan bears all, ſtaffe baſket and all. 

Loade me J pꝛap thee, I am boꝛne to beare. 

Lau. But Ile no longer beate a logger head, 

Thus Ile caſt downe his fewell in diſpight, 

So, though my heart be ſad,my ſhoulder's light. 

Gri, Alas what doe you bꝛother, ſee pou not 

Our dꝛead Lo2d ponder come pexfoʒme his will, 

Oh in aſubic this is foo too ill. (loade: 
Marq. What mean ſt thou fellow fo caſt downe ti 
Lau. I haue caſt downe my burthen not my loade, | 

The loade of your groſſe wzongslyes here like leade. 

Marq. What fellow is this? 
: . Ori. Pout 
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of patient Gxisſill. 
N Take — lodge, 
arg. | 
Lau. Lodge me in dungeons, 3 Mä erde, 
On Gwalters acts and hated name. Exit. with Mark 
Grifſill Take vou his load and beare it in. 
tiget minded monſtrous Marqueſſc,make thy 
Ladie a callier? 
Marq. Mhats that that villiane pꝛates ſo? 
Bab. God bleſſe the noble Marqueſſe, 
Marq. Sicha take pou his coales, Griſſill depart, 
Returne but beare that firſt, | (at him. 
Grif, TUith all my heart. Exeunt. Griſ. and Ba. grinning 
Macq. Stay you lanicola,J haue heard pou ſing, 
Ian I could haue ſung when J was free from care. 
Marq. What griet᷑ can in your aged boſome lie: 
Fan, Griefe khat J am vngratious in vour eye, 
Ba, Then would he not deſire your company, 


Enter 6rifhll, 
Marq, Ianicola here is a bꝛidall ſong, 

Play you the Larke to greete my bleſſed ſunne, 

Griffill are vou return o: play you the mozning, 

To lcade fo2th Gratiana my byzight bꝛid: 

Gac in and waite on her lanicola, 

Sing Hymencus himmes,Puſicke J ſay, Exie,Griffil 

Ow, Tawſone Tawſone Cozens aul, and here harmonies 
The Song, 


Song · Beautie ariſe, ſhew foorth thy glorious ſhining, "vo 
Thiaes eyes feed Loue,for them he ſtandeth pyning, - 
Honour and youth attend to doe their duetie, 
To thes (their onely ſouer igne) Beautie. 
Beautie ate, w hilll we thy ſeruants ſing, 
Ioue to Hymen wedlocke iocund King, 


Ioto Hymen lo lo ſing. 


of wedlock loue, and youth is Hymen King, 


—— 2 — — — 


. 
ee 
g — Whocan be glad when he indurcth wꝛong⸗ 
Ow. As Cod vdge me lan Niclas is honeſt man, hee 
docs not flatter and ſeinbles, but tell his intentiens: owe 
moꝛe melodies, owe heere come her new pꝛide. 


Muſicke ſcunds, entet Griſſill alone, after her the Marqueſſe 
| Sonne and daughter, Iulia. Gwenttuan and cther 

[ ; Ladies, and Mario and l urio, 

Marq. Salute my beautious loue. 

All. All iop betide to Gratiana our deare Marqueſſe 


1B21de. 


Marq. 
A wreath of willow fo2 diſpiſcd Grifhll, 
Gti. Griſſill is not deſpiſed in your eye, 
Sithence you name her name fo gently. 
Ow. qu enthians there” s witos,thcre's patient wives 
Gwe Fuh fuh is foles, Tawſone ts arrant pobie foles. 
Marq, Griſſill place you this crowne vpon her hean, 
Put theſe imbꝛodered ſlippers on her frete. 
Tis weil, delluer me pour wedding ring, 
Circle her finger with it, now ſtand by, 
Art thou content with all: 
Stil. Content with all. 
Marq. My Bꝛide is Crown'd,now tell me all ofycu, 
AN hich of you cuer {aw my lone beſoze? | 
Ahat is her name, her birth, place, oꝛ cſt ate, 
Lep. Till now J neuer beheide her brautie. 
Ono. N02 J. Vre. Txuſt me noꝛ J. 
Far. By my troth no2 J. 
Mari. Ne heare that ſhe was boꝛne in Germany, 


And halte hepzc to the Duke of Brandenburgh, 
Marg. Pou 


Bing me a crowne ofgoldtocrownemy lone, 
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Ni done, | 
in a ſtill talking tongue 
Furio b: ing Laurcofrom the Pozters lodge, : 
Te in lanicols, and cloath them both 
In rich abiliments, they ſhall awhile - 
15: flattered with falſe ſoꝛtunes wanton ſmiles. 
la. Foꝛtune can do no moꝛe then ſhe hath done, 
They that are markt to woe, to woe maſt tun. Exit Futio 
Marq. Yow doe yon like my Binde? && lanicola. 
3 n 


Marg. me. 
d I ſpeake the truth, 


Gtiſſi. Jndze 
Onelp Ip p beſeech vour grace, 


That pou conſider of her tender yeares, - - 
UW ich as aflowerin ſpring may ſoonc be nipt, 


1 


Aith the leaſt froſt of tolde ſity. * 
Marg TWy ce not youthen nipt: vou ſtil ſeeme freſh 
As if adnerſities colde Jzie hand, | 
Vad neuer laide his fingers on your heart. 
Gri, It neuer toucht my heart, aduerſity 


Dꝛels ill with them that dwels with miſery, - 


But milde content hath eaſ'd meof that yoake, 
Patience hath boꝛne the bauize and A the ſtroke, 
Enter Furio, lanicola, and Laur, ir 


Marq, 
Jan, —_— . obere tomy ei 
de pe nay then ile vex ou moꝛe, 
Ga will receiue this ſecond wife = 
Fromnone but from thy hands : come giae her me, 
Griſ. J deere pzeſent you with an endleiſe bliſſe, 
Rich honour, beautious vertue, vertuouspouth, 
Long liue my Loꝛd with her contentedly. 
owe. Marg patience there 6:venthyan ſee you thade⸗ 
IMaq. criſſill doſt thou deliner me this maide, 
As aa vntainted flower which J ſhall keepe, 
Deſpite of enuies canker, till the ruff, 
Ol all conſuming death finiſh her lilfe? | 
Gri, J doe my deareLo2d,and as willingly 
As J deliuered vp my maiden youth. 
Marq. What ſaies lanicola:⸗ 
Ja, 4 ſap but thus, 
— tn nets haue power o2e vs, 
Marg. criſſill hotdfaſt the right hand of my bꝛide, 
Thou wearſt a willow wꝛeath and ſhe a crolune, 
True bꝛide take thou the crowne and ſhe the wꝛcath. 
Mari. My gratious Loꝛd vou doe miſtake your ſelfe. 
Marq. Peate peace, thou Siccophant criſſil receine 
Large intereſts fo2 thy lone and ſu᷑ erance. 
Thou gau it me this faire maide, J in exchange, 
Returne ther her: and this young Gentleman 
Thy Sonne and daughter kiſſe with patience, 
And bꝛeath thy vertuous ſpirit into their ſoules. \ 
owe, Owe dir Owen marg vou now,theman is yl. 
ded to her Latie, lerne now Sir owen lexrno, learne 


Anight your duetie, ſee you thade⸗ 


Marg. Why ſtands my w2onged Griff thus amajede 
i. Joy, 


— 


of patient Grlsſill. 
Gtiſ. Joy feare,loue 
1 5 that were murdzed? 
Gti. Blefſing on vou like mozningdeaw, . 

Py ſoule knit to your ſoules,knowes you are mine. 
Ma. They are,x J am thine: Lozds loke not ftrange; 
Theſe two are they,at whoſc birthes enuies tongue, 
Darted enuenom d ſtings, theſe are the fruite 
Ok this moſt vertuous tree, that multitude, 


That many headed beaſtes,nipt their ſweet hearts, 
With w2ongs, with bitter wzongs,al you hane —_ 


My ſelfe haue done moſt wꝛong, ſoꝛ J did try 
To bꝛeake the temper of tru conftancie: 
But theſe whom all thought murdꝛed are aliue, 
Py Griſſell liues, and in the booke of Fame, 
All woꝛldes in golde ſhall regiſter her name. 

Le. Mar. Moſt dꝛeaded Loꝛd. 

Marq. Axiſe flatterers get pou gone, * 
Pour ſoules are made of blacke confuſion. 

ather lanicola. 

* Oh pardon me, 
Though dumbe betwirt my ariefe and top J 3 
Marg. Who ſtands thus ſad, what bꝛother Laureoz 
rau. Pardon me my gratious Lozd,fo2 now J ſee, 


That Schollers with weakeeyes, poze on their bookes, | 


But want true ſoules to iudge on Maieſtie: 

one elle hut Kings can know the hearts ofKings, 

ence foo:th my pꝛide ſhall flp with humbler wings. 

Marq, Dur pardan and our loue circle thee round, 

Lets all to banquet,mnrth our cares confound, 
Ow. Holde, holde, holde, banquet ? if you fo, 

Sir Owen is like to haue ſheere, her Latie hcere is cog a 


hoope now at this, pꝛay Cozen keepe your pꝛomiſe, Rees 

thc wandes Rees, your medicines and fine trigs to tame 
elves- 

. Fucio where be the wands that J bound bp? 

Fur. Peert 


— 
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continue ſo, wzeath —— theſe thaee. 

8 Owe winde them, ves is winde them and mag 

good mightie cudgell, to tame and knog her Latie, and 

ſhe pꝛawle, oꝛ ctie, o: giue pꝛeade and mrate to peagers, 

oꝛ teare pondes, by Cod is well remembꝛed too, Cozen 

von pꝛomiſ d to helpe her to her Duckegs, foz all her pa- 

per and pondes is toꝛne: 

Mar. And J wil keep my pꝛomiſc, w2eath your wands 

Owen, Owe Gods lid mine is ſtubberne like Gryen- 

thians, Gods plude [cc it pzeakes in mp ſnap paces, what 
now Cozen: 

Marq. But cozen theſe you ſce did gently bowe, 

A tride my Griſſils patience when twas greene, 
Like a young Dfier,and I moulded it 

Like ware to all inpꝛeſſions: married men 

Chat long to tame their wines muſt curbe them in, 
Befo:cthey nerd a bꝛidle, then they il pꝛooue 

All criffils full of patience, full of loue, 

Pet that olde tryall muſt be tempered ſo, 

Leaſt ſceking to tame them they maſter yon. 

Owen, By Cod is true as Piſtle and Goſpel, oh true 
dut a cry. 

Marq, But you Sir Owen giuing her the head, 

As vou gaue liberty to thoſe thꝛce wandes, 

Shee ll bꝛeake as tho e doe if you bend her nolv, 

And then p are paſt all helpe, ſoꝛ if vou ſtriue, 

Porrll gaine as gameſters doe that ſildome thꝛiue. a 

owe. TThat ſhall doe to her Latie then: is peſt run a⸗ 
way cozen,o2 knog her bꝛaines out: ſoꝛ is as faliant as 
Mars if be anger. 

Jul. That were a ſhame erther to rim away from a 
woman cꝛ to ſtrike hex. your beſt Phiſccke Sir Ou en, is 
to weare a velvet hand, leaden cares, and no tongue vou 
mult not fight howſoener the quarrels, vou muſt be deafe 
when 


Laties all, it ſhall not need as her cozen has tryed oriſſill, 
ſo Gwenthian has Wir Owen, 

Ow, eB Cod is thought ſhould pull her downe, 

a d. * 
owe. Js not pul d downe neither, but ſtr Owen ſhal be 
her head. and is ſoꝛry has anger her head and mag it ake, 
but pꝛay god lanight be not pꝛoude t triumph ta much 4 
tceadc her Latie downe,God vdge mee will tag her will 
againe doe what her tan. 

Ow. By Cod is loue her out a cry now, ſix owen could 
tame her beſoꝛe, but Pꝛittiſh ploude ſtawꝛnes to ſide w 
Vaties, pes faith ſcoꝛnes ou? a cxy, à pogs ont tis ndught: 
Cwenthian ſhall no moꝛe be call'd cwenchian but patient 
Oriſſill, ah ha is. | 

Marq, Our iopes are complcats,fozward to our feaſt, 
Patience hath won the pꝛize and now is bleft, 

ſu, Nay bꝛotger your pardon awhile: beſides out 
ſelucs there are a number gere, that haue behelde Griſſils 
patience, you owne tryals, and Sir Owens ſufferance, 
wenthians frowardnes,theſe Gentiemen louertina and 
my ſelfe a hater ofloue: amonaſt this company A truff 
there are ſome mapden batchclers, and virgin maydens , 
thoſe that liue in that freedome x loue it. thofe that know 
the war of mari:ge and hate it, ſet their hands to my bill, 
which is rather to dye a mayde and leade Apes in hell, 
then to liue a wiſe and be tontinuallp in hell. N 

gwen, lulu by pour leaues a lidlie while, ou taug and 
you pꝛable about ſhidings in mariages, and pou abuſe 
pang mens and damſels,+ fraide them from good ſpoztes 
and honoꝛable ſkates : but heare you now, awl that bes 
ſembled heere ,know you that 8 as” n 
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licke, and when loners fall out is ſoone fall in, and tis god 
vou knam: pꝛay yon al be marted,fo2 wedlocke increaſes 
you would pꝛidle, ſet pour hands to 6wenthians pill, fo2 tis 


met id that pooze womens ſhould be kept alwaies vnder. 


.Marq. Since lulia ofthe maides, and Genthin 
Dffroward wiues, intreate a kinde applaude, 
See Griſſill among all this multitude, 
Who will be friend to gentle patience? 

Ow, Ha ha ha, oriſſil is wearp, pꝛay let ſin ven ſpeag 
Griſſill is patient, and her toʒen is patient. therefo:e is 
ſpeage fo2 two, Gods plude pou ſec her Lafie is ſpꝛide of 
buttrie, pet ſix owen tame her and teare her ruffes, 4 mag 
her cry and put ou her partels, and ſay is ſoꝛty Sir owen, 
marg that well: if ix owen was not patient, her Latie 
had not beene pꝛidled, if Griſſill had not beene patient her 
coten Marqueſſe had not bern pꝛidled: well now if you 
loue fir owens Latte, 3 hobe pou lone ſir owen too 02 is 
grow mighty angry, ſir owen loue you as God vdge mee 
out a cry, a terrible tcale , doe you hearc now , then pꝛay 
awl that haue crabbed huſbands and cannot mend them, 
as Griſſils had, and awl that haue firen wiues, and pet is 
tame her well enough as ſir owen does, g awl that haue 
ſcoldes as ſir owen does, and awl that lone faire Latics 
as ſix owen does, to ſed her two hands to his pill, and by 
God ſhall haue ſir owens heard and ſoule in his pellie:and 
ſo God ſaue you all. Man gras wertha whee, Man gras wore 
5 cha hee. God night Cozens awl. Exc unt. 
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